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About The Author 


Born in 1959, Jon Geiser began his Hobo Life as 
a child of a Hobo mother and was well traveled 
by age 17 when he joined the U.S. Army. With a 
wealth of knowledge gained in both childhood, 
and his early years concerning life in the open, 
and secretive movement he fit into his military 
service easily. His travels after Service is the 
stuff of legend, and desirable for most People to 
want to escape into, 64 years of living "In The 
Wind" in a way that many people don't know 
exists Mr. Geiser still cautions people in a way 
that is real but inviting, discover this world that 
has existed since the early 1800's. And sit back 
to escape into an adventure across America. 


All information, quotes, poetry, philosophy, and 
facts included in this book can be verified 
through each and all of the following sources; 


FOX News - Rupert Murdock Communications, 
ABC News 

CBS News 

Library Of Congress 


The Faces of Death Website: 
>facesofdeath.com< 


and the only person available to verify 
information concerning the F.T.R.A. is Hobo King 
- N.Y. Slim, he is unavailable except for his 
contact information as posted on The Hobo 
Address List. 


Information on contacting him can be 
organized by contacting The Collinwood Kid - 
Leslie R. Hiller; 


Phone # 216-258-8025. 


Otherwise it is up to the reader to determine 
if what is written is fact or fiction by using 
personal reasoning! 


Foreword 


I began getting requests to write an in-depth 
Autobiography, REALLY | thought?, do these 
folks know what they're asking? O.K. I'll do this 
but be prepared to hear about a section of 
American life that has existed since the creation 
of The United States and the End of The Civil 
War (which is a Misnomer, because like Axyl 
Rose of the band Guns And Rose's said: "What's 
So Civil About War,?") And you'll find that my 
people, (the Hobo's) are as Foreign to you as 
anybody from a Middle Eastern Country or ANY 
FOREIGN LAND, this Will support my claim that 
the Hobo Culture is A Nation within the United 
States! | must warn you that the way I write 
you'll be exposed to my personal feelings and 
impressions not only about my people, but 
about the way the So-Called Civilized Society 
treats people of a lesser Social, and Financial 
Stature than the So-Called Normal Society - as 
slaves and/or whipping boys, only there to be 
exploited, and then thrown away. And like the 
lst book The _ Texas Madman's Hobo 
Compendium, with the condensed version of my 


Autobiography I'll say "I'm not writing an 
Adventure Story like that of Jack London or 
Ernest Hemingway, but I'll be wrong." The life | 


lead is that of a breed of men who won't sit still 
(to use a line from the Robert Service Poem - 
The Men Who Won't Fit In), in my own words I 


DID LIVE AN ADVENTURE and must write one to 
entertain you. It was always my desire to incise 
you to put down your Smart Phone, leave the 
Internet alone, turn off the "Boob Tube," turn on 
a lamp, sit quietly, crack the bindings of a book, 
and go back to the Old Fashioned Style of 
Entertainment, READING, USING YOUR BRAIN, 
AND YOUR IMAGINATION, EXPANDING YOUR 
THOUGHT PROCESS, YOUR INTELLIGENCE, AND 
YOUR OWN EDIFICATION! 


XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 
XXXXXXXXXXXXX 
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Chapter 1 


To begin with | am not a rich man, granted | 
have aspirations to attain this life of financial 
fluidity but as of this writing I'm still riding the 
bus. People who ride the city bus come from all 
walks of life, like the way I started out my life as 
a child of 2 being carried onto a Pennsylvania 
Railroad Freight Train by my mother to have my 
face in the wind, and see the sunset from a steel 
beast. Wheels singing, rails clikety-clacking, 
cars rocking like a cradle luling me into a steady 
rhythm, like the heartbeats of life that moves all 
people to engage in an activity of living life to 
the fullest. | don't offer my life as an example 
for most of mainstream America to follow, yet 
my 64 years have been an adventure that most 
people only dream about, still | offer this writing 
as a stand-in for most Americans to fantasize 
about, and not to emulate. To put a point on this 
I don't want you to live like | have and certainly 
don't go jump a Freight Train, they're dirty, and 
dangerous, the life | lived was lonely at times, 
exposed to the elements, and other dangers, 
but it was also the epitome of being free. The 
kind of freedom that the one I perceive as God 
intended all people to live, being as close to an 
eagle as a person could become. | feel I should 
start with the way I was born but to do that | 
must go back further to when my mother was 
born, this is not avoiding the issue, but rather 
addressing it's origins. With that in mind let me 
start off with the fact that my mother was born 
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in a day and an age when children Did Not 
disobey or question the authority of their 
parents, or other adult figures in their lives. And 
in that day and age there was also an economic 
hardship called The Depression, a situation that 
was brought on in New York City, at the Stock 
Exchange by speculators who caused the 
devaluation of the Dollar. This was the reason 
that caused many social and economic problems 
for people, at one time a person would have to 
push a wheelbarrow full of dollars to the store 
to buy a single loaf of bread. 


Many could not afford to do this and so their 
reasoning was to cut down on the amount of 
people at home, abandoning several family 
members - often children. My Mother's own 
mother was the kind of person who could not 
allow any child to be left out in the cold and 
would adopt them, taking care of them as only a 
mother could. But by the time the Depression 
became the norm in our country my Mother's 
Mother was forced to turn many away, this was 
the reason why I was told by Mom, and related 
in my previous book that she and 12 other 
children were told "You must leave home and 
fend for yourself, | can not afford to feed you 
anymore." Socio-economic situations had forced 
this upon her, as well as many other families 
and so my mother, at age 13 hitchiked out of 
her hometown of Lampassas Texas into Temple 
13 miles away. Getting a waitress job, one 
evening, she stated, she was curious about the 
freight train at the Missouri Kansas Texas 
Railroad Yard office and were it might take her, 
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so one night she climbed aboard an MKT Freight 
Train which took her north to Ft. Worth, there 
she enrolled in classes to learn the job of 
nursing, this would become an on-demand area 
of employment. Mom could enter this market of 
employment in any city she would become a 
citizen of, but mom also enjoyed the travel and 
aesthetic pleasure in the art of freight train 
riding (or Hoboing) as most of us have enjoyed 
in the course of our travels. 


Travels, what does this call up in a past 
memory?, riding in a car with a family long 
distance to visit other family members?, 
possibly visiting Grandparents?, long distances 
in an old car or stationwagon? A coughing, 
wheezing, machine that your father would keep 
running with whatever tricks he learned either 
in a wartime event or while in any branch of the 
military. Working on Jeep's, Deuce-and-a-half's, 
with tricks learned in such situations and/or 
active duty services your father would keep this 
relic alive using extra bolts, wire, and WD-40, it 
was a rusty, noisy, relic of another time that you 
felt should have been traded in for a newer 
model. Yet it continued to run because of your 
father, and it always had that exhaust leak that 
would come inside from a mystery location that 
no one could ever find, and you would always 
want to ride "Shotgun" with your brothers or 
sisters, or both, avoiding having to sit in the 
"Dreaded" middle. That style of family travel!, to 
those of us who have lived through this style of 
vacation travel, or similar modes, this can be 
either a pleasant or haunting memory 
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depending on the experience and perspective. 
In every part of the world all people, no matter 
their culture or social standing, can interrelate 
in at least one (and possibly more) aspect(s) of 
their lives and yet the culture | grew up in, the 
Hobo Culture, is always excluded from 
consideration, the belief here is that these 
people (my people) are nothing more than 
criminals. But having lived more than a half 
century in this world | can state that Hobo's 
(and yes, | consider myself one of them) ARE an 
identifiable culture, a nation within the nation of 
the United States. 


My mother worked several jobs in her life, 
and eventually started traveling with a man, 
whose name was (no I'm not joking, and no I'm 
not a Highlander like the Adrian Paul show hints 
at) Conner MacLeod. They both enjoyed each 
others company and would frequently find 
themselves spending the winter up north, 
specifically in the Metropolitan City of 
Indianapolis Indiana. Conner working in his 
Original trade of a diesel mechanic, Mom 
working as a nurse, they did this because 
Conner missed his hometown of Dunblane 
Scotland which was just as cold and snowy as 
Indianapolis and mom was in love (or lust). One 
summer in 1958 mom started feeling some 
discomfort in her upper abdomen and after 
seeing a doctor found out she was "Knocked Up" 
with me, mom, after years away, began missing 
her hometown and this year was no different. So 
mom convinced Conner to travel with her south, 
their idea was to head out for East St. Louis 
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Illinois, then down to Dupo, and catch a Cotton 
Belt freight train further south to her home 
state of Texas, they both could get work and 
mom could give birth to me. As well as live for 
the winter in an area with light rains but no 
snow, and certainly no arctic Blasts, Ice Storms, 
or Blizzard Conditions, however the 
Pennsylvania Railroad Dispatcher had other 
ideas seeing there was industry and a Coal Strip 
Mine south of the town of Brazil in the town of 
Centerpoint. 


The Pennsylvania Railroad Freight Train that 
they jumped that day, in the late summer of 
1958, only went as far west as Brazil. Both Mom 
and Conner said "Crikey" (well not that, actually 
they had a lot more colorful and expressive 
words but I'm trying to keep that language out 
of this book and make sure that any member of 
the family, no matter how young or old, can 
read it without complaint) and ended up getting 
a railroad apartment, they were close to the 
railroad's main line, low rent for sure, but 
railroad employees weren't paid as well in those 
days as they are now. Mom and my biological 
father became employed, mom working as a 
waitress at the Bluebonnet Cafe, a 
Truckstop/Restraunt that is still there today! 
Conner became employed at a Diesel Garage. In 
the winter of 1959, on January 5th, both Mom 
and Conner heard loud knocking at their door 
and found Immigration Officers, Conner had 
been an Illegal Alien from Scotland for many 
years, they had showed up and to take him into 
custody. And take him first to Indianapolis, then 
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to New York City, and finally Edinburgh 
Scotland, Conner headed for Dunblane which 
was his hometown, | found this out when I was 
in my 30's trying to research his life, and | could 
tell more about Conner's story, but that would 
be distracting and rather than "Go Off The Rails" 
let me stick with what I started writing. 


On January 19th of 1959, a 19° day, and to 
top it all off it was raining, that kind of weather 
gets in your bones and stays there, causing your 
joints to ache horribly, in the early morning 
hours of this day Mom said she was in the 
delivery room of the Clay County Hospital laying 
on her back, legs spread, and | came out head 
first kicking and screaming, and she said she 
knew exactly what I was saying, "It's Too Cold 
out here, Put Me Back, Put Me Back". 2 springs 
later, when she felt she had saved up enough 
money, Mom went to the Bluebonnet Cafe and 
received her last paycheck and her tips, she 
then went to the bank and closed out her 
account, came to the railroad apartment, 
packed up Clothes, Food, and Me, and walked 
across the Backyard. She used to refer to the 
Train Yard as the Backyard, because the Train 
Yard was where the Backyard should be, so in 
effect our Backyard was a Train Yard! (Sorry, it's 
a Hobo Joke but you might laugh at it anyway) 
Mom said we waited at the train yard of the 
Pennsylvania Railroad for 4 hours before a 
freight train stopped, it could have been longer 
but | couldn't tell you, | was only 2 at the time! 
Well when this train stopped mom watched 
every car rolling by and spotted what she was 
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looking for, you guessed it, a boxcar, she loaded 
us up and within 30 minutes the train started 


rolling west towards Vincennes, and Terre Haute 
Indiana, plus Effingham, Bloomington, and East 
St. Louis Illinois. From there she unloaded us 
and went over to a Bus Station, we rode first to 
St. Louis, and then St. Charles Missouri, from 
there she boarded us on a succession of 
Missouri Kansas Texas Freight Trains Rolling 
from the town of St. Charles to Columbia, 
Jefferson City, and Sedalia Missouri. Ft. Scott, 
Parsons, and Chanute Kansas, Vinita, Muskogee, 
and Wagoneer Oklahoma, Denison, Ft. Worth, 
Waco/Bellmeade, and Temple Texas. And at that 
point we boarded what was known as the 
"Puddle Jumper" on the Gulf Colorado & Santa 
Fe riding into Lampassas. Why do I mention this 
succession of cities, and in this fashion?, so you 
(the reader) can check to see if I'm telling the 
truth, when you check out old railroad maps 
you'll see I'm not lying, and when you see I'm 
not lying then I can rub your nose in it, | believe 
you'll find I'll say something like this in a later 


chapter, Just Watch, It'll Happen, I Promise! 


Chapter 2 


Many of my childhood memories will be 
interspersed throughout this book, kind of like 
flashbacks that interrelate to whatever event 
I'm telling about, but this one fits the present 
nararative, my mother started having breathing 
problems when I was about 13, | thought it was 
from working in a Truck Stop, but in reality it 
was a combination of a couple of other jobs. 
Mom had multiple styles of employment during 
her Hoboing Days and one of the styles of 
employment was Field Crop Labor, doing manual 
Labor in fields that used unregulated Herbicide 
and Insecticide spraying, in her day such 
unregulated spraying was the norm, there was 
no OSHA to protect the field laborer, nor Union 
to bargain for wages, health benefits, or 
retirement. Retirement was considered as the 
laborer either quitting, getting old, or Catching 
The Westbound (DYING), it was considered the 
norm for the life of a field laborer, and children 
were used as a labor source. This was in the 
time before Child Labor Laws, many experience 
this situation today, not in the United States, 
but other countries such as North Korea, Central 
Asia, China, or Northern Africa. The kinds of 
field spraying induced a multitude of health 
problems such as Skin Cancer, Internal Organ 
Malfunctions, or Breathing Problems, but people 
at that time considered this an acceptable risk 
when they were being employed at 40 cents a 
day, or $5.00 a week. It was truly a horrendous 
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time, to live as a homebody, or a Hobo, and yet 
my mother survived these times to give birth to 
me, and make a home in her hometown of 
Lampassas Texas, at least up until she "Caught 
The Westbound" (us Hobo's don't believe our 
number die, they're just riding the ultimate train 
to Paradise)! It was this resilience that shaped 
the United States that we enjoy living in-in this 
21st Century, it's time people were reminded of 
just who set the standard by which we now live. 


The Salt Of The Earth, it was a quote often 
used to describe people who lived close to the 
land, like farmers, well | can use the same quote 
to describe Hobo's, my family (and they truly 
are_a family) are The Salt Of The Earth. And 
none are related by blood, more a commonality 
of life, look towards the Statue Of Liberty and 
the quote at its' base, "Give me your poor, your 
tired, huddled masses yearning to breathe free, 


and | Will lift my lamp beside the Golden Door," 
much the same Hobo's will take all the 


throwaway's from the so-called civilized society. 
All the old and young you don't want, and we'll 
give them a more loving family that you'll never 
be able to recreate, true one that is migratory, 
but also one that will travel up to 1000 miles to 
give help to that Hobo Family Member on even 
the Hint of their need. And they will ask for no 
recompense except for a place to pitch a tent, 
cook their food, and have an evening campfire 
gathering!, not the traveling criminals that the 
FBI, RR Police, and Local City Police intimate 
that we truly are. 
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Chapter 3 


My mother moved the 2 of us into a Gandy 
Dancer Camp Car, a boxcar originally built to 
house’ track maintenance workers when 
repairing a section of railroad in a remote 
location. Mom purchased it in Temple, it was 
rolled on the G.C.& S.F. into Lampassas, craned 
off the rails, and manhandled into place by 
Hobo's who traveled into Lampassas on the Hint 
of her need, who else does something like this 
but family? And yet our great protectors (the 
F.B.I.) still considers us criminals, the only crime 
that I remember that the Hobo's that 
congregated in the woods behind where | lived 
as a child ever committed was Public 
Intoxication. In the past there were many who 
took advantage of people in a vulnerable 
situation, then, because folks were suspicious of 
Hobo's, these leeches hid amongst those in the 
jungle to defer attention in another direction. 
Thus Hobo's were equated with the Romany's 
(Gypsies) who were well known throughout 
England and Europe to commit Theft, and 
Kidnapping, or even Assassination, it was their 
way of life. Because from the time of King 
George The 1st (around_1600 a.d.) they were a 
people without a nation, constantly moving 
around many nations in Europe, and because of 
their secretive cliqueish habits observers in the 
late 1800's to early 1900's attached a parallel 
between Gypsies and Hobo's. This prejudiced 
point of view persisted throughout the 20th 
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century on into the 21st century, and this 
attitude covered my younger years, when I was 
going to school in Belton Texas - 2 miles south 
of Lampassas - the word was out that my 
mother was a Hobo before getting pregnant 
with me and so like all relentless children many 
mouthed off to me. The most used comment was 
Bastard, words never bothered me much, over 
the centuries there have been many Bastards in 
Royal families from Russia, France, England, 
Poland, one of the Viking Kings had a 1/2 
brother who was a Bastard who eventually 
ascended to the Viking throne in Norway in 
1644. Eric the Red started his life as a Bastard, 
the product of a Viking Mother and an Irish 
Father Eric left home at age 12 to become a 
thief and a highway robber, by age 20 he was so 
experienced that he challenged the General of 
all Viking forces and fought the man to his 
death. Armed with only his war axe he fought 
the General chopping and slicing him with the 
axe, the purpose of a hierarchy challenge and 
transfer of power, after killing the Viking 
General Eric secured his place in Viking History 
by cutting his victims head off and drinking his 
blood. 


Like Eric the Red my family (the Hobo's) had 
similar reputations, doing anything to protect 
those they considered family, even to the point 
of hurting those who threatened their Family! It 
was after my mother Caught The Westbound 
(once again the reference to a Hobo dying) that 
I learned the extent to which my Hobo family 
would go to protecting me, they came to me in 
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the middle of the night telling me that State 
authorities were signing paperwork to put me in 
an orphan home. These guys were the only 
family | had known other than my mother, they 
helped me carry radios that I repaired with 
tubes I salvaged from trash piles (this was in the 
days of tube type radios, and long before solid 
state circuits, and definitely before Digital 
Radios) and took them to Temple so I could sell 
them to help pay the family bills, and buy 
groceries. Mesquite beans, when just sprouting, 
are tender and sweetly savory when cooked but 
gathering them are a bit tricky because the 
trees have 2 inch long thorns that are razor 
sharp, but can be gathered when a person 
wears thick long sleeves. And as long as you 
have several friends, or Hobo's who are hungry 
enough they can be gathered by the bushel full, 
Mesquite trees burn like coal and will easily 
heat up a house, or an outdoor camp. 


They helped me carry Homemade Charcoal to 
Temple to sell on weekends, they dug "Honey 
Holes" to move our Outhouse (we didn't have 
indoor plumbing) around the yard, putting it ina 
different location after the original "Honey Hole" 
became full after excessive use. They planted 
trees in the old locations to mark them so that if 
walking in the dark a person wouldn't step on 
the spot and plunge into a slimy, greasy, 
stinking mess. They cooked meals after mom 
came home tired from working 16 hour days, 
they gave us entertainment by telling stories 
and tall tales, and singing songs, or reciting 
poetry, and I, the son of a Lady Hobo, called 
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them Aunt, or Uncle feeling that they truly were 
just that! They also helped me board my first 
solo trip on a freight train, giving me not only 
instruction on how to board a freight train, but 
also what cars are good rides, and what cars are 
just a quick way to hide until finding a better 
concealing and comfortable ride to go a long 
distance. 


And also which railroads are friendly to 
Hobo's and which railroads are to be avoided 
like the plague, and so, in the early morning 
hours, before the sun would begin lighting up 
the western sky, | boarded the "Puddle Jumper" 
which rolled along at 10 mph to Temple where | 
needed to catch a northbound MKT up to Ft. 
Worth. That evening | boarded a boxcar at the 
Katy Station with the full intention of heading 
north but after several hours of waiting for the 
train to move I laid out the bedroll | had with 
me, after getting high on adrenaline from finally 
jumping a G.C.&S.F. train out of Lampassas |! 
passed out and deeply slept until the next 
sunrise, meanwhile the MKT train turned out to 
be a local delivery and | woke the next morning 
1/4 of a mile over in the G.C.& S.F. yard. So | 
made a second attempt that next day and 
succeeded making it through to Ft. Worth and 
the Katy Yard which is very close to Hell's Half 
Acre, the very same location that was the 
temporary home of Butch Cassidy & The 
Sundance Kid. | wasn't staying in Ft. Worth for 
long, like any major metropolitan city made up 
of several connected communities, Ft. Worth is 
no different, on the westside is White 
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Settlement, & Benbrook. To the south is 
Cleburn, to the east is Arlington, to the north is 
Alliance, & Saginaw. The latter is the community 
that | needed to get up to, this is the location of 
the B.N. Yard (now it's the B.N.S.F.) but this is 
also a 9 mile difference in distance. 


I was not well versed in the local city bus 
schedules and negotiating the Ft. Worth City 
Bus System so | locked my property in the 
Greyhound Bus Station, in one of lockers and 
walked over to the City Library. Realize this was 
a time before the plentiful nature of the 
internet, that wonderful invention originally 
created by the U.S. Military for communication 
between services and agencies within our 
government. The obtaining of information by 
citizens might be easier then if the internet was 
more accessible, but it was not the case, the 
collection of information was done by book 
research, thus looking at map books, recording 
addresses, and using personal reasoning, just 
like a police detective. 


After locating the city and Railroad Yard | 
started checking the city bus system and found 
there was no bus to, or near the train yard, this 
left me with one option - WALK - 9 miles in 101° 
heat, being raised in Texas |I was already 
acclimated such high heat, but not as a 13 year 
old, in 101° temperatures, walking 9 miles, 
during the hottest time of the day, and carrying 
an 80 Ib. backpack. By the time I made it to the 
train yard I was so tired I laid down in some high 
grass and slept until sundown, a westbound 
pulled in, so following the instruction of the old 
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Hobo's I started scanning the train looking for a 
car to ride. Somewhat of a military activity but 
realize most Hobo's were (and still are) prior 
military veterans, such training served them 
well in these acts. 
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Chapter 4 


Now it was time to put all this Information into 
practice, | watched as the bull (Railroad Police) 
scanned the freight train, searching for obvious 
mechanical problems, broken brake hoses, loose 
doors, cracked couplers, shifting loads, and, of 
course, Hobo's. After this person rolled the 
entire train from Locomotive to Caboose | 
walked to the train spotting the car | wanted to 
ride as | walked, climbed on board, and hid until 
the train started moving. As | rolled west the 
train passed a large grain elevator where many 
Hobo's have signed their monikers, Monikers are 
what Hobo's call themselves, this is a tradition, 
when traveling Hobo's use Monikers as their 
name. In years past, back in the mid 1700's 
military agents (Military Intelligence) used Code 
Names to move about the general public, 
making contacts with opposing forces, general 
Cloak and Dagger Operations, much of this style 
of Name Replacement became a normal activity 
when the American Civil War was over. Many of 
these war agents jumped freight trains seeing 
freight trains were used by both militaries, 
Confederate and Union, as resupply and troop 
transport trains during the Civil War, these 
Military Agents rode the freight train's originally 
heading home only to find that their homes no 
longer existed. With nothing to give them a 
reason to stay in what was home, the home they 
remembered during their time of war, these 
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former military agents collected what ever 
might be left of these homes, personal items, 
and pieces of their past life that might aid them 
in their quest to find a new home. But some of 
these men ended up continuing to travel as this 
mode of transportation gave them a cost free 
way to venture forth, the lifestyle they were 
used to, that of a field soldier living in the open, 
resupplying by hunting and fishing, or bartering, 
became standards for their new life of Hoboing. 
And they began calling the rails their home, 
traveling the United States, which was 
reconstructing after being left in disarray from 
the war, they wandered around looking for new 
horizons, literally the Lewis's and Clark's of the 
rails, and now that I think about it this might be 
the first time such a parallel has been made 
about Hobo's! 


These signs, or monikers covered the entire 
south wall of the elevator with names like 
WATER BED LOU who was a Navy SEAL with back 
problems gained from combat, he and seven 
other members of this branch of the Navy 
invested in a small company in Roseville 
California. The express purpose was create a 
mattress or bed that would imitiate the relaxing 
nature of flotation, after spending several 
retirement checks they invented a bed with 
multiple cells of water that would imitiate the 
flotation of laying on your back in the ocean 
thus giving support to the spine. This patented 
the first of what would become the sales of 
millions of Flotation Sleep Beds, also called 
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Water Beds, which is how Lou received his 
Moniker - Water Bed Lou. 


King Ed Tramp was another in a long line of 
walking people or Tramps, No, not the guys who 
wander around in the downtown areas of most 
cities, wearing dirty, smelly, piss stained 
clothes, who beg for spare change, cigarettes, 
or aggressively try to intimidate you to give up 
everything in your pocket. Those are the leeches 
I described in an earlier chapter, these Tramps 
are actually former Military, Infantry, the word 
Tramp has a meaning people don't know, 
Tramping refers to walking which is what 
Infantry does. This goes back to the W.W. 1 
marching song "Tramp, Tramp, Tramp, The Boys 
Are Tramping," this Infantry came home to the 
United States and continued to walk wherever 
they wanted to go. Even from sea to shinning 
sea, this would take an entire lifetime, traveling 
from city to city, town to town, farm to farm, 
every resource the United States had to offer to 
people who work hard for their dinner. The 
history and stories these people could relate, 
from the formation of this country to its present 
continuing state, this is what the descendents 
of Tramping Infantry inherited, and because 
there is also a hierarchy among Tramps, Ed 
campained for King of the Tramps, the most 
famous of them all, Ed continued Tramping 
visiting every place known to the United States, 
and left his Moniker all over the country, 
including this Grain Elevator. These and 80 
others are signed to this wall, reminders of days 
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gone by and the people who helped forge the 
U.S, The Unsung Heroes Of Our History. 


This is the scenery that | was watching as this 
steel beast rolled westward towards the setting 
sun, and swiftly rolling the flat, arid plains of 
North Texas heading through the towns of 
Bowie, Henrietta, into Wichita Falls. On my way 
west | passed the desert plains where you can 
see Wild Camels wandering through the brush 
and sandy hills, descendants of an American 
Experiment with Camels to become the mounts 
for Calvary Soldiers, a gift from an Arabian 
Prince who used Camels as mounts for his 
forces. His idea was that the Western United 
States was arid enough to accommodate 
Camels, and they could travel days without 
water, he felt they would be ideal for the 
American Cavalry, his idea failed, but became 
the basis for a Satirical Movie in the 1980's 


entitled "HAWMPS, starring actor Neville 
Brand!" 


So further up the tracks we go, crossing the 
Rock Island Railroad at Bowie where a branch of 
the G.C.& S.F. crossed overhead on an ancient 
trestle, Bowie has 2 claims of fame: 


1. It was established by the Nephew of 
General Bowie, the same Bowie that created the 
overly large Bowie Knife. 


2. It's the home of the National Amarillo 
Races, NO I'm Not Kidding You, the freaking 
things are fast, extremely fast, they've been 
known to out run a Motocross Bike at full speed. 
And they're hilariously funny, anything that 


21 


disturbs the hairs on their backs will cause them 
to scream and jump 4 1/2 feet in the air, like a 
live Whack-A-Mole Game!, the Plains of North 
Texas can be entertaining if you know where to 
look. 
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Chapter 5 


So here | am rolling west past a field in the 
Plains area, with the vibrations of the train 
causing the Armadillo's to scream and leap into 
the air, it resembled a pan of brown screaming 
jiffy Pop, and it'll take a long time to get that 
image to leave my head! It was an amusing 
display of nature, much like the stories in the 


book "All Things Bright And Beautiful, it's title 
from the poem of the same name, although this 


was The Slightly Demented Version, the next 
town we rolled through was named Henrietta. It 
was a connection of B.N. with the MKT 
Railroad's, the latter of which came out of 
Whitesboro, rolling through Ringgold, to come 
into Henrietta, why do | mention this town? The 
MKT railroad had the most bizzare construction 
in the most unusual places, Jay Gould, the 
railroads Creator/Owner, decided that his 
railroad would be a visual competition to other 
railroad's passengers, many of them investors. 
At Henrietta the railroad had to climb, or 
descend, depending on the direction of the 
Freight/Passenger Train, on a volcanic hill at the 
east side of the town, originally called "The 
Staircase" it actually was a connection of 7 
Horseshoe Curves, (take that Horseshoe Curve: 
Altoona Pa.) in Henrietta pusher engines were 
added to ascend or descend depending on the 
trains direction. But sometimes the train would 
be too heavy and long, the Railroad had extra 
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Insurance to pay citizens whose houses were 
destroyed by frequent derailments, Henrietta 
was just a farming town, but it's main 
income/industry was from insurance claims filed 
against the MKT over the frequent derailments. 


But the visual of this unique ascent/descent 
was one of many photographed scenes used as 
Promotions to advertise for Passengers on the 
many "Flyer" trains this railroad maintained, at 
Henrietta the 2 railroad's connected at the Train 
Station. Which also housed the Police Station, 
City Hall, a General Store, and a Hot Mineral 
Water Spa, when you live in a town with a 
unique protrusion to the East, that is also 
Volcanic, one of only 2 such Volcanic areas of 
the State, you use every resource to keep your 
town thriving, ONLY IN TEXAS! The next visual 
competition is the parallel trackage that ran 
from Henrietta to Wichita Falls, this was a style 
of railroading usually used in construction by 
The Rock Island Railroad (Chicago Rock Island & 
Pacific), this area was another section of Texas 
Plains where both B.N. and MKT could race each 
other. A Steel Rail Drag Race, another visual 
promotion for each railroad to capitalize on, as 
well as the Wichita Falls Star Telegram and the 
Fort Worth Tribune, in the early years of this 
part of Texas newspapers looked for any news 
for entertainment to promote in their respective 
papers. Even a Drag Race between Railroad's 
brought people out by the thousands, picnic 
lunches were packed, people lined the track to 
see which Railroad would make it to town first 
depending on which town they were racing to. 
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Like I said - Any News, Any Entertainment - in 
that time in the history of this part of Texas it 


was either watch trains race, observe city gun 
fights, drink, or stay home and increase the 
families population, and the latter is nothing | 
wish to expound upon, this could be subject 
material for many X-rated stories, books, or 
movies, Make Your Own Entertainment - But 


Keep It To Yourself! 


Rolling into Wichita Falls is always welcome 
for me, work prospects are plentiful with the 
best available for me to pursue is that of 
National Linen, located 1/8th of a mile north of 
downtown Wichita Falls, along side the MKT 
yard. Pitching camp is another prospect, in 
years past Hobo's used to Jungle on the Little 
Wichita River, that is not the case now, with so 
much industry having left town for Dallas/Ft. 
Worth, the town is trying to reinvented itself. 
The Little Wichita is now the location of a River 
Walk, a reflection of the River Walk in San 
Antonio, so that has left the abandoned White 
Flour mill adjoining the B.N. Yard, sometimes a 
hideout for Marijuana Smokers, and local 
Prostitutes, it still is a place to get out of the 
weather. 


Reinventing itself is nothing new to Wichita 
Falls, originally a stop on the Chisholm Trail, 
cattle and horses used to be the main industry 
for the town, with stockyard's on the north side, 
a place for easy employment if you're willing to 
work 14-16 hour days. For many years Wichita 
Falls used to be a stop on a trip North or South, 
a eventual Truck Stop with its beginnings as a 
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cattle stop and a Rail Head on the Fort Worth & 
Denver City Railway, the biggest manpower 
available during its early years always was 
Hobo's, working to build the highways that ran 
through town. During the administration of 
CalvinCoolidge The U.S. Highway System was 
born, The Las Vegas Highway (U.S. Highway 287 
from Ft. Worth to Las Vegas New Mexico) and 
The Jacksboro Highway (U.S. Highway 281 
running from Wichita Kansas to Jacksboro Texas, 
a Lawless, Cut Throat town) further established 
Wichita Falls as a Truck Stop. And the F.W.& 
D.C. Railway still brought Hobo's to the area, 
bringing with them the ethnic complexities of 
their home countries to further blend into the 
history of this locale. Later the Oil Industry was 
the mainstay for this Truck Stop/City, and the 
U.S. Air Force has a base on the North side of 
the town, many soldiers would train here to be 
sent to Afghanistan and Iraq, including several 
Saudi Arabian Pilots. Fewer Hobo's would ride 
the rails favoring more to drive the same 
highways they helped build, in front of the Capri 
Motel, an early established Housing where 
highway employees would call a temporary 
home there is a monument dedicated to the 
people who built U.S. Highway 287. The Capri 
now is a "Hooker Motel" but at the edge of the 
parking lot is a dedication marker 
commemorating those who built these 
highways, at the base is a concrete foundation 
with names, and monikers inscribed. With real 
given names, or Road Names these Hobo's 
wanted to leave as evidence that they were 
present to build something useful, as opposed 
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to the prejudiced idea that they were "Ne're Do 
Well's," leaving nothing useful behind wherever 
they went. A tradition similar to that of W.W. 2 
military men who would maintain equipment 
and vehicles leaving behind a graffiti drawing to 
identify themselves - KILROY WAS HERE - once 
again a tradition or culture of a people long 
thought to be Criminals, or Vandals, Really? How 
many of you reading this book have had the 
same prejudiced, preconceived judging directed 
at you because of where you were born, or your 
Social Standing?, is this what we as Americans 
are left to directing towards people who are of a 
lower Social Standing than ourselves?, and why 
is it such a surprise when it is redirected 
towards us? 


Most of my time in Wichita Falls (also called 
Wichititty City by Hobo's) was spent working at 
National Linen extracating all manner of 
disgusting stains from Hotel and Hospital Bed 
Sheets, and "Jungling" at the split, a "Y" shaped 
section of realestate. It was the location of the 
Yard Office of the MKT railroad that originally 
had tall trees with an abundance of shade, it has 
since become a private home, the owner cut 
down all the trees not realizing this would make 
the location "Hotter Than A 2 Dollar Pistol," (I'm 
sorry I use a terminology that is foreign to you, 
my 1st book contained a Glossary, | wished to 
avoid doing this in this book) then they planted 
saplings to correct their mistake. But now it'll 
take 20-30 years for the trees to get tall enough 
to bring the same amount of shade back, SOME 


PEOPLE ARE JUST PLAIN STUPID! 
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Chapter 6 


Many have used this location to camp at while 
waiting to ride to a new city to pursue their aims 
of employment, adventure, or entertainment, 
then when the train pulls out they try to get a 
ride "On The Fly" (Meaning they try to mount 
the train while it's moving) kind of stupid if you 
ask me but if these folks don't care if they get 
their legs cut off by a steel unforgiving beast 
then who am I to stand in their way, and keep 
them from using a Freight Train as a substitute 
for Golds Gym. Leaving Wicitatitty City (thought 
I'd use that name now to keep you on your feet) 
the train passes through Memphis Texas where 
cotton is grown and harvested, this is another 
place | worked at, during the time I was 15 I 
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stopped here to package cotton seed. Of course 
I rode in on a boxcar that cottonseed was 
shipped in and that's a problem because 
cottonseed residue gets in your clothes and it 
feels like fiberglass when it rubs on you, fu#$ 
%&@ing itchy, like you rolled in a field of Poison 
Ivy. Not bad work, kind of long hours, hot 
temperatures, and lots of sweating, but it pays 
really well, and you can catch a train in and out 
of town easily because B.N.S.F. sets off cars 
here to be filled with Cottonseed as well as 
Cotton. However Memphis Texas is flat, treeless, 
and (once again) "Hotter Than A 2 Dollar Pistol," 
I say this for readers who think they're going to 
travel there and try to disprove me! Aaaaaaahh, 
the folks who read books and try to "Call Writers 
On Their Bullshit" (so to speak), I'd like to meet 
these "Fumers" and take them out on a freight 
train ride, taking them to the location of where 
the incident, or story I told was located, I enjoy 
proving them wrong with an "In Your Face" 
attitude, and then just for fun "Rub Their Nose 
In It." 


But back to my travels on this first solo ride, 
and enough of my griping about misconceptions 
for now, after a crew change I boarded a new 
train headed out for Electra Texas, 23 miles 
west of "Wicitatitty City," the location of a Texas 
Electric Gas Powered Station. Originally it 
started out with a Stationary Steam Engine fired 
by coal, but at the time coal was not as easily 
delivered as it is now, so one day, when the 
engine shutdown due to exhausting the supply 
of Coal an enterprising Hobo Employee went 
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into the scrub woods and cut down Mesquite 
Trees and hauled them back to the Steam 
Engine. Using the Mesquite (also called Poor 
Man's Coal) he fired up the Steam Engine 
quickly and brought the Power Station back on 
line, after 10 years of employment the Hobo 
bought 20,000 acres of Mesquite growing lands 
and started the first Texas Mesquite Bar-b-que 
Company. The Hobo didn't use a Road Name, 
just his real name, Bill Miller, and thus started 
the first Bill Miller's Barbque Restraunt which 
now has Restraunt's all over Texas, and parts of 
Oklahoma, and New Mexico, not the thieves that 
authorities try to get people indoctrinated to 
believe Hobo's are! Then further to the west we 
come to Quannah, another town that has a 
connection with B.N.S.F. (of course at that time 
it was the Frisco), the town was named after its 
most famous resident, The Last Commanche 
Chief - Quannah Parker. He settled in the area 
after making a Peace Treaty with the U.S. 
Government and purchased property for his 
family, as well as across multiple counties to 
establish a "Paper Railroad" called The Quannah 
Acme & Pacific. It allowed the "Frisco" Railroad 
to attempt the feat of doing like it intended, 
laying rails to the Pacific. The locomotives and 
caboose's were all Frisco Equipment, but 
Quannah only hired Hobo's, in the Texas History 
Records at the University of Texas in Austin, 
Quannah states - "They have a proper respect 
for the land, they work less for money and more 
for fishing and hunting rights, their traditions 
are a parallel to the Commanche, they are truly 
Good Men!" Well Quannah lived like a Hobo in 
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his own way, he would be the best judge of who 
is more trustworthy than our Government!, but 
Good Men?, I don't think Quannah Parker knew 
how Hobo's got that Title. 


The Title Hobo has its origins in several 
different areas of History, originally the title 
Hobo was believed to derive from Soldiers and 
some Military Intelligence Agents returning from 
the Civil War (Once Again: Nothing Civil About 
War), hitching a ride on a Freight Train to find 
out if their home still existed, thus they were 
HOmeward BOund, but upon finding home no 
longer existed they gathered up implements 
such as Hoe's to use in the working of 
employment on farms and in gardens, and thus 
they were called Hoe Boys, this fallacy has been 
repeated many times, when the American Civil 
War was over severe rebuilding was going on. 
Items such as Hoe's were Cold Forged and were 
expensive to make, let alone purchase, many 
implements had short handles. When working 
using an implement with a short handle you 
have to bend over putting a strain on the 
muscles, nerves, and bones of your upper back 
and it will ache as if it was being run over. (by 
what you might ask?, use your imagination if 
you have one!) Add to that Hobo's of that time 
couldn't afford a $15.00 hoe when wages were 
40-50 cents a day, what Hobo's carried, and 
what is depicted in Political Cartoons was a long 
lightweight stick to insert into the implement to 
complete a Full Days Work, from Sun Up to Sun 
Down. Hoe's, Picks, and Axes were sold with 
short handles and (as I previously said) would 
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make your back hurt horribly, which explains 
the phrase Back Breaking Work. Another 
explanation of the Origins of the Title Hobo 
comes from New York City, and the 
neighborhood of The Bowery, and the 
intersection of HOuston and BOwery streets. 
This part of New York City was a neighborhood 
that the Police did not patrol, it was a location 
of Employment Offices and Houses Of Ill Repute 
where Hobo's did work and lived inexpexsively 
with their Prostitute Girlfriends. Many of these 
couples retired from Hoboing and Prostitution to 
become Families, and the Upper Crust of New 
York Society, the Public not knowing their 
Original beginnings. Another explanation is the 
Title was coined by a Catholic Priest in Chicago, 
the Priest could discern the difference between 
those men who wanted to bum for their dinner 
and those men who wanted to work, the Priest 
called the men who wanted to work for their 
dinner HOmo BOnus, the term Homo Bonus is a 
Latin phrase meaning GOOD MAN. There are 
other explanations of this Title, or Term, I'm 
sure people know where the explanations are 
catalogued, Not the information that the Police, 
or the F.B.I. wants you to understand, or even 
have access to, they would rather have you 
believe their Brain Washing, isn't that Bizzare? 


After leaving Quannah | rolled the Plains of 
the Texas Panhandle, to me this is the True 
West, or at least the Edge of it, during the 
1960's Famous Film Director John Ford filmed 
200 Western Movies with Grand Panoramic 
Backdrops. The Grand Tetons The 
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Superstitions, The Rocky Mountains, Yosemite, 


Redlands Canyon, Death Valley, but also Palo 
Duro Canyon, which is east of Amarillo, and from 


Dalhart North and West, The Great Desert Plains 
Of The West, including Amarillo. This City was 
established by the Chapman Family which 
owned 2 huge ranches, the namesake Chapman 
Ranch which stretched from Amarillo Texas 
north to Pueblo Colorado, and the X.I.T. which 
stretched from Amarillo west to Las Vegas New 
Mexico. In fact at Tucumcari the Train Station 
still stands which has been used as a Prop for 
Movies and T.V. Shows from The Viginian and 
The Big Valley to The Gambler and Maverick (the 
modern version)! On the West side of Amarillo 
are Brick Ovens which were owned by the 
Chapman Family, at one time they were the 
major 2nd industry in town, manufacturing 
bricks to build Houses and streets in Amarillo, 
as well as the picturesque Santa Fe Train 
Station which has also appeared in movies from 
Rio Bravo to ].F.K The Fort Worth Zephyr on The 


Fort Worth And Denver City Railway would 
service through the City, stopping at The Rock 


Island Station and then switching back to the 
F.W.& D.C. 


Hobo - Fast Freddy, was notorious for riding 
this express, riding in the Battery Box, Freddy 
would frequent Amarillo, and worked at the 
Chapman Brick Works on the west side of the 
City, eventually Fast Freddy came to the city to 
stay. Working the Chapman Brick Works steady 
from 6:00 am to 6:00 pm every day except 
Sunday, normally he would "Jungle Out" but 
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came across an abandoned house one day and 
began renovating it, with wire he bought off the 
same Scrap Metal Yard he used to take copper 
to when he would go "Junking." Freddy rebuilt 
the walls, exterior, chimney, stairs, porch, 
windows, and interiors with salvaged lumber 
and sheetrock, then rewired the house with 
salvaged wire which passed inspection for 
habitation. He eventually finished the house 
which sat next to the B.N. Railroad Mainline, 
frequently he would find Hobo's camped in his 
yard after a days work, walking across the 
mainline home. 


The place was a welcome location to head for 
after a long ride to the city. Freddy would be 
cooking a big pot of Hobo Stew, a campfire 
would always be burning, all Hobo's were 
welcome, it was Private Property. Neither the 
Railroad nor the City Police could bother 
anybody because they were invited guests, and 
the County Sheriff didn't want to come out and 
be bothered with what might constitute a Hobo 
Gang, at age 13 I knew that Fast Freddy was 
still alive, and | was looking forward to meeting 
him, as opposed to listening to exaggerated 
stories of his journeys and exploits from other 
Hobo's. Freddy had a "Friendly Fire" burning in 
his front yard and a pot of Hobo Stew bubbling 
and simmering, as Buzz Potter used to say 
"that's made from bones and handouts, and 
maybe a spud or 2," | already had the tobacco 
and brew. 


jungle Rules say this is what is expected!, 
Most folks have no idea about Jungle Etiquette, 
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they hardly show etiquette in the So-called 
Civilized Society, when approaching a jungle or 
campfire you must remember that You Are 
Approaching A Home, Primitive, but still a home, 
and with any home you treat this as if you need 
permission to enter or be invited inside. So what 
do you do here?, disrespect the owners and 
barge in as if you have a right?, or do you ring 
the doorbell, or knock and ask for permission to 
come inside?, or even be invited in?, well when | 
approach a jungle or campfire I ask if | can come 
inside. R-E-S-P-E-C-T, remember the advice of 
Ms. Aretha Franklin, this is what I did that day, 
it's 813 miles from Lampassas to Amarillo, riding 
4 filthy, rattling freight trains, and cars. 
Stopping to rest is desirable, but to actually be 
invited into someone's home, especially when 
the person Didn't Know You From Adam (this is 
a Hobo's way of saying You Don't Know Me ina 


Lofty Style) That Is A Blessing From God! 


Fast Freddy welcomed me as if | was a Long 
Lost Relative, and | may have been, and when I 
asked him about days he spent as a younger 
man he spun a tale that took him 11 days to tell, 
and with that 1 question | sat and listened, 
enthralled, to information that only comes with 
time and age. From Freddy's point of view we 
(as has been said by many) all spend a lifetime 
in a school, A University We Attended All Our 


Days, The College Of Hard Knocks, and we don't 
graduate until we Catch The Westbound. Freddy 


told me he was well acquainted with my mother 
as well as my father, he stated that the 2 of 
them were attending the Cheyenne Wyoming 
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Frontier Days, and had traveled into the city on 
the Burlington Route (as it was called at that 
time) and the 3 of them were walking "The 
Stem" (this refers to the main Thoroughfare, or 
Street). They had put on their cleanest dirty 
clothes and passed by a booth offering $100 to 
anyone who could shoot 10 objects with only 10 
shots, my father (Conner) stepped up, took a 
rifle in hand, and completed all 10 shots. 
Including shooting out the tape, wires, and 
adhesives holding the objects in place at this 
"Joint," the object of the attraction is for the 
"Mark" to pay a $10 fee before shooting. 


One out of every 100 shooters would win, this 
is what would attract business, and is how they 
would make their money! But my father did the 
impossible, and/or improbable, He then told 
Freddy that he learned shooting as a child, his 
father had taught him, in his hometown of 
Dunblane Scotland, his father and all his family 
were and still are members of the I.R.A.! (To this 
day considered a Terrorist Organization, 
regardless of their political arm, Sein Feinn that 
is now sitting in the English Parliament as their 
representatives) This | learned at age 32, when I 
was researching my father and his origins, | had 
only the reference of information gained from 
my mother, this was more anecdotal than 
factual. 
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Chapter 7 


At the time I felt the need to be informed about 
not only his travels, and activities, but also his 
origins and the reason for coming to the United 
States and leaving his Home Country. And when 
I researched his history before coming to the 
United States | found he experienced a famine 
along with the whole of Scotland, just as Ireland 
had experienced with the Potato Famine. Seeing 
the United States could alleviate the starvation 
that was happening in Scotland my father left 
his home to travel to the United States, as much 
for financial reasons as well as physical survival. 
Freddy also told me of the days that Mom and 
Conner would be working while stopped in a 
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town or city and met someone from the town, 
after hearing Conner speak with a Scottish 
Accent, the "Townie" would pose a question in 
an insulting manner. Saying "Where'er you from 
boy?," Freddy related that both He and Conner 
bristled at this insulting question because 
anyone who has taken up this station of 
Adulthood. Giving up all conveniences of the 
modern life, who is willing to face the Pleasures, 
and Problems in this life, and is ready to face 
the Dangers without support of the Police or any 
Authority of the so-called Civilized Society Can 


And Should NEVER Be Called A Boy! 


This simple word calls up all manner of 
derision in treatment over people who have a 
need for employment, and in so securing said 
employment are treated "Less Than Human" by 
people who feel it is their right to do so. Hobo's 
treat this attitude, and activity with resistance, 
returning the same attitude and treatment 
toward those who originally give it, this goes 
back to the old quote "Getting Back Your Own." 
This is but one aspect of the protective nature 
by Hobo's to ensure this treatment is never 
again directed towards their people, Morals, 
Tradition of Family, Self-determination, this is 
what guides the Hobo Family. This is not what is 
expected from people who move, and travel on 
Freight Trains, and Personally created and 
democratically voted upon laws, Is This Not 
Tradition For A Truly Civilized People? And why 
should this Nation of Rail Riding Hobo's not have 
this style of life?, this aspect of our Nation is 
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never considered by authorities of the So-called 
Civilized Society! 


Preachy aren't I?, still I feel the need to 
admonish whomever I meet who has the idea 
that they have a right to treat the Lesser of 
Society as if they're a Dog to kick, and having 
been treated that way, and refusing to never be 
treated that way again | return the attitude to 
make the _ persecuter feel like sh#$%&@t! 
Lessons learned On-The-Road, or around the 
Jungle Fire | apply daily, like not to waste 
anything, this doesn't mean I have become a 
Hoarder, but class items such as Bluejeans that 
last a long time are often valued because they 
can be counted on. Like the Gerber Pocket Tool | 
carry, the Gerber has a multitude of uses at 
work, and at home, besides 200,000 Navy 
SEAL's and Special Forces "A" and "B" teams 
who use them daily Can't Be Wrong! Or Redwing 
Boots, they're used by Loggers, Firemen, as well 
as Police, State Troopers and Hobo's, heavy 
leather soles of thick neoprene, they are sturdy, 
puncture proof, waterproof, have the best grip 
in wet conditions, give the best ankle support, 
foot arch support. True Redwing's are expensive 
but worth the amount of money it costs to 
purchase them, a human spends 80% of their 
life on their feet, better to take care of your 
feet, rather than to lose all use because of your 
neglect. 


Also | learned the art of making Hobo Stew, 
now this is a specific recipe, not as many 
comedians or people like Hobo Queen Gypsy 
Moon have intimated that you add all manner of 
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vegetables, and meat, salt, and pepper, then 
boil it and hope something comes out eatable, 
and not scorched. 


Her recipe was semi poetical: 
"Take what you've got, 
In put it in a pot, 
heat it ‘till it's hot, 


and they'll eat it or not." 


There are specific sized cuts of Beef, Chicken, 
and Pork, and sometimes Turtle added to 
Potatoes, Cabbage, Carrots, Bell Peppers, Garlic, 
Salt, Plantain, Lemon Clover, Buttercup Petals, 
and Cornmeal. This last ingredient is the 
Thickener, as opposed to using Corn Starch, 
Corn Meal will stay dry when carried in your 
backpack, where as Corn Starch will cake solid, 
and is a useless brick after a couple of miles, 
everything is slowly simmered over a wood fire. 
Not boiled as Citizens Eroniously believe, yes, 
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wood can be easily distributed, and managed to 
give an even steady heat, granted it takes 
longer to cook, but the end result is the finest 
food to be dined upon! 
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Chapter 8 


And another lesson learned is that of carrying 
extra clothes with you, clean clothes to wear 
when venturing into a town so as to blend in 
with the "Locals" and not "Stick Out Like A Sore 
Thumb" besides being clean and wearing clean 
clothes is preferable to being dirty and stinking 
like a "homeguard" (this is a person who found a 
town that has many benefits for bums that don't 
require any work). As | hung around Freddy's 
property in Amarillo | began to realize that a 
Hobo's Home is more like an Airport, with other 
Hobo's coming in and leaving the property at all 
hours of the day or night, calling themselves 
"Streamliners" and "Road Men" their life is to 
always head down the road making that next 
day at either the Salvation Army Homeless 
Shelter, or Rescue Mission. It's a waste of life to 
me, and I'd rather stop at a Hobo's Property, 
more welcoming to be among Hobo's who know 
your life and all it entails, stopping at a safe 
location, easier to "Catch Out" from, a 
continuous revolving door. It was now that | 
asked and received information on traveling 
further down the line, | was told about Rock 
Island Red, a Rock Island Engineer who also ran 
a mission out of a house in Dalhart. He would 
prefer to house Hobo's overnight, feeding them 
a bowl of beans, and giving them work 
prospects, or train information, one thing not 
normally associated with Railroaders, Rock 
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Island Red was a respite in a town that was Anti- 
Hobo. Leaving Dalhart we travel up to Texline 
which was a Crew Change, with a 3 stall Engine 
House, a Hotel, and a large Stockyard owned 
and operated by the X.I.T. Ranch, if you don't 
mind smelling Cow Shit you can pick up short 
term work here 3-4 times a year. 


Otherwise it's time to head for Pueblo 
Colorado, so sitting next to a vacant rail line you 
listen to the rails sing, not a clikety-clack, but a 
wire like struming, not to make music, but to 
hear the density of the metal, next you'll hear 
the throaty sound of a diesel engine. Whining 
from the turbochargers, and squeal of the 
wheels, plus the acrid burnt ozone smell when 
the brakes are applied to stop the 120 car 
beast. And Oldtime Hobo's said only Steam 
Engines had a personality, but I know that 
Diesel Trains have a separate personality, the 
thrumbing of the engine is its heartbeats as it 
lays idle, the whine of the turbochargers are its 
voice as if reving up to go screaming down the 
line. Then, when it leaves as if God himself gave 
the order to move, this great steel beast 
screams away similar to a Dragon trying to 
outrun the Devil himself, wind blazing by. Hot 
exhaust its breath as if fire would blast forth 
lighting the day or night, Yes, | imagine a lot 
when riding but I see this train as a living 
creature allowing me to ride it's back as it flies 
off for a new quest, an every day adventure. 


And so the adventure continues after 2 
months of contract work at Levi Strauss, 
packaging Bluejeans for shipment to stores 
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around the country, | caught a freight train after 
the sun went down, the night cooling with 
fireflies winking, and a light breeze. A train 
rolled to a stop in front of Freddy's yard, as 
soon as it stopped Hobo's came out of the brush 
like hungry coyote's trailing a wounded bird, 
and it seemed that every "Nook And Cranny" 
was filled immediately by Hobo's. As Freddy told 
me I waited while the Hobo's filled every car, 
some of them tried to get me to board the train 
with them but red flags flashed through my 
mind at this, when | left Lampassas | made a 
decision never to ride a train with someone | 
don't know! So | waited and let this train pull 
out, several of the Hobo's cajoled me for not 
getting on board but |I was determined, too 
many Hobo's on one train would attract 
unwanted attention and | just wanted to slide 
out. Like a shadow, a ghost, a whisper of wind, 
and I had until sunrise to ride out of town, this 
wasn't the only freight train running the entire 
system, another would stop during the night 
and it would be my own private limo. 


A multimillion dollar motorhome chauffeured 
by the railroad taking me on my quest, during 
the night we passed the other train, lo and 
behold it was stopped and every Hobo on board 
was face down in the gravel. It seems Railroad 
Police (the "Bulls") had spotted the large host of 
Drunken Hobo's on board and arrested them, 
but my train rolled by and I was chauffeured up 
through Trinidad, to Pueblo Colorado to spend 
the night jungled at the connection of the 
Arkansas and Salt Rivers. Relaxing with 2 large 
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bottles of Old English 800, and eating freshly 
caught fish, with the bubbling of the 2 rivers as 
my music, watching fireflies, and studying the 
stars in a clear black sky, while a full moon lit 
the jungle with enough light to make the 
surrounding bushes appear as if they were 
bathed in daytime sunlight. Pueblo was just a 
layover town, a spot to rest in before travelling 
further North, West, East, or South depending 
on the traveler and his or her direction, 
although mine that day was to stay and do 
about 5 days washing and detailing cars on used 
car lots. $50 to $70 per lot and visiting a store 
for Road Food, and gathering information before 
catching through the Royal Gorge, and further 
West on the Dirty & Ragged Going West (in 
reality the Denver & Rio Grande Western 
Railroad, also known as the Rio Grande), one of 
several Railroads built by Hobo's, the first being 
the Great Northern! 


A story told by Utah Phillips, satirical as it 
might be, tells the story of how this Railroad 
was built by Irish Hobos, they were called 
"Gandy Dancers," they used a shovel made by 
the Gandy Shovel Company in Chicago Illinois, 
each man would shove a shovel under a rail or 
tie, then stand on the handle and bounce up and 
down, or "Dance," this would allow gravel to be 
shoved underneath the ties to level the 
roadbed. That's what Gandy Dancing is, leveling 
the roadbed so the train doesn't fall off as it 
passes by, which if it does it's a real drag for 
everybody. Along the way the Rio Grande 
passed through Royal Gorge, with Its squealing 
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rails brought on by the flanges grinding against 
the ball of the rails, as it rounded sharp turns, 
almost in tune, like a Grand Concert echoing 
throughout the Canyon as it heads towards 
Leadville Jct. and further to Minturn to add 
Helpers to cross Tennessee Pass! 
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Chapter 9 


In Minturn, aside from Helpers and their crews, 
there is a crew modual, similar to a Hotel, but 
only for Railroad, and Snow Removal Crews, and 
across the state highway is a Ski Resort with 
Chair Lifts climbing the side of the Mountain to 
take Skiers to the top as if delivering them to 
Mount Elympous. And for me this is only a stop 
over on my way traveling towards Eagle, the 
connection between the Tennessee Pass Line 
and the Denver Line, this runs west through 
Buena Vista, Rifle, Glenwood Canyon, and into 
Grand Junction. The site of a Rebuilding Yard for 
trains running East, with a town where I used to 
paint houses, and work warehouses before 
travelling further, but my Hobo life wasn't all 
travel and work! I also panned for Gold in the 
Gunnison River, and camped in the surrounding 
desert to relax and view the distant mountains 
of the Continental Divide awaiting the ride 
through Redlands Canyon, another tourist 
location where people Whitewater Raft the 
Gunnison River to connect with the Colorado 
River. The rest of America pays to see this, pays 
to experience it, but | have and will again see 
and experience it for free, Envy Me?, you ought 
to!, but I don't wish to degrade you for your life 
and intentions of aesthetic pleasure, your life is 
what you wish to live and experience. I am the 
modern Marco Polo, the one whose travels are 
written that allows you to escape the druggery 
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of what you live and venture to distant horizons 
you only imagine, my life lived by me is your 
escape from how you now live, just allow me to 
continue to live it, and write it in an expressive 
manner, then you can read my words, and 
imagine your adventure, while sitting safely at 
home! 


Not everybody that | met while traveling this 
beautiful country was a pleasant person to be in 
company with, some were pretty sketchy, in fact 
no place in our world can you find a life or 
lifestyle that is truly safe, a Shangri-La so to 
speak. The So-Called Civilized Society you live in 
can neither promise, nor fulfill this life for you, 
neither can mine, Reality Must Be Faced And 


Accepted As A Fact Of Life, you have police to 
protect you but they cannot be everywhere 


stopping every instance of intimidation, or 
violence. In this aspect you use your past 
experience as a frame of reference, and your 
common sense, it is the same in my lifestyle, 
but where you Do have Police, Courts, and Laws 
to protect you we have Only Ourselves, so we 
create Our Own Laws and have Our Own 
Superiors to Police Us (Sometimes refered to as 
a Goon Squad). We also democratically voted 
upon our own laws, many of these cover 
common sense, and | won't go into all of them 
here, but some points are worth stating, One 
law says if a Hobo is caught stealing from 
another Hobo He or She must make amends, 
then He or She is driven away from the jungle. 
Given a single match to start their own jungle, 
and word is spread that this Hobo is no longer 
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trustworthy among a group and is to be 
shunned. The Isolation Is The Punishment, but in 
the case that the offending Hobo continues their 
thievery against other Hobo's He or She is to be 
taken into custody and a more physical 
punishment must be administered by the group. 
Sometimes giving the offending Hobo a way to 
receive a Disability Check from the Government, 
in a way we're destroying our Social Security, 
Not An Intended Outcome! 


Justice is hard to explain to the uninitiated 
and misinformed, many people across this 
nation still "Live In The Dark" believing what 
ever they are shown on T.V, or on the Internet, 
but unless there is a written account, or book of 
information that has been intimated. Or there is 
a difinative individual who has experienced 
events to give oral evidence and support what is 
shown on this media then the display of such 
media based information is nothing more than 
Propaganda, Brainwashing, Indoctrination of the 
public. Such indoctrination was the basis of the 
Nazi's, Communists, or other people who wish to 
make mindless slaves of the general populous. 
This is the reason I started writing books on this 
subject, much of what has been shown and 
documented for public consumption in the 
United States is nothing more than 
PROPAGANDA and there is a need for an 
alternate information source from someone who 
knows otherwise. 


Someone Who Has Lived In The Life That Has 


Eroniously Been Documented By A Government 
That Wishes You To Remain Uninformed, in a 
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phrase from our past, and from a Prophetic Book 
by author George Orwell Big Brother Is_ In 
Control, And Big Brother Is Watching You! Do 
you REALLY want to be thought of as Mindless 
Sheep?, Lemmings indoctrinated to run over a 
cliff to your demise?, or do you want another 
point of view from a person who knows 
otherwise because he has lived in this world 
that has been Falsely Accused? 


Q.K, you allowed me a "Soap Box" by which to 
Preach, and gave me time to Rant and Rave like 
a Revival Preacher, and | guess | sounded like 
jimmy Swaggard, or Kenneth Copeland, now let 
me quit giving you an "Ear Banging" and get 
back to the reason for writing. But be 
forewarned: If I feel the need to do a more 
complete "Ear Banging" | WILL! So how do I start 
again?, | was talking, or writing as it were, 
about Grand Junction and looking forward to the 
ride through Redlands Canyon and waiting by 
the side of the Rio Grande Yard at an irrigation 
canal, one that used to channel water from the 
Colorado River to the towns main Water 
Department, and to the Railroads Engine House, 
it also was a water supply that any Hobo could 
fill a water jug for long distance travel, River 
Water that was basically Snow Melt. Cleaner 
than buying Evian, or Perrier, yes we Hobo's 
know about such things, including about how to 
make Beef Borvenion, Lemon Pepper Chicken, or 
Bulgogi, and the best to eat while drinking a 40- 
50 year old Single Malt Scotch is Kimchi. But 
authorities (People who try to act like they are 
intelligent, but in reality have no real idea about 
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Authority, or how to administer it) still feel we 
are as: "Dumb As A Bag Of Hammers" - FOOLS! 


So let me quit preaching, ranting, & raving, 
you didn't buy this book to read this line of 
irritability, as | rode out of Grand Junction into 
Redlands Canyon to view the finely sculpted Red 
& White layered Hills and Cliffs, watching the 
beauty and majesty of these Natural Wonders, | 
could only imagine a God, the one | believe in, 
(not to say your God is not important) carving 
this Canyon a few million years ago for me to 
appreciate it's beauty. Over the loud "Din" of 
the train | could still hear the laughter, and 
screams of excited rafters paddling this stretch 
of the Gunnison which was, more or less sedate, 
with the river running next to the train, flowing 
out from The Garden Of The Gods, which is 
another Natural Carving and truly a Garden. It 
left me to now depend on the water | bottled in 
Grand Junction because the train rolled for 
several miles through a desert land, most 
people don't realize that Utah is mostly Desert 
(not like the Mormon's spell it - D-E-S-E-R-E-T), a 
guy I jungled with one time said the Mormons 
attended the L.S.D. Church, | asked him why he 
made this statement, his answer was that they 
had to be on L.S.D. because they couldn't spell 
the word Desert! But getting back to this ride 
the train passed by several named sidings, the 
first was named Mounds, then Sphinx, then 
Desert, and we finally passed a sign or Billboard 
on which someone painted the words "Welcome 
To Bumphuck Egypt," No Lie. Someone evidently 
had been set off here at one time or another and 


53 


after seeing the names of each siding decided to 
intimate through the sign he made that There 
Truly Is A Bumphuk Egypt, Although Not In The 
Middle East, But In Central Utah, | wonder what 
went through the minds of passengers on 
Amtrak, or the Rio Grande Zephyr after seeing 
this sign? Finally the train rolled through the 
town of Price, the biggest town before Helper 
where additional power would be added prior to 
the train going over the mountains and to the 
top to Soldier Summit, the summit was a 
shipping point during World War 2, where our 
Military would load or unload equipment to be 
shipped over seas, or put in storage. At Helper | 
disembarked like a passenger, al.be.it. further 
back from the station, we Hobo's travel like 
passengers but in reality we are not passengers, 
we play an imagination game to put ourselves at 
ease. To relax, enjoy the passing scenery, and 
travel unseen, but when the train stops we are 
back into Stealth Mode, hiding until the train 
rolls away, and now you have an example of 
what I intimated earlier, the Military Training, 
Invisible Transportation, Blending Into The 
Background, Masquerading As A Tourist, a 


parallel between Hobo's, Soldiers, And Military 
Veterans. This is why we are misunderstood in 


our actions by Police as Criminals, as we try 
move from point "A" to point "B" sight unseen! 


Upon reaching Helper I realized why Butch 
Cassidy and the Sundance Kid came to this area 
so often, there's a beauty in this quiet town, a 
peaceful stillness that no other place could 
match, yes there were birds and a plentiful 
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amount of deer. But other than an abundance of 
coal there was no reason for anyone to desire to 
enter this dead end, the actual Hole In The Wall 
is a circular break in the mountains that turns 
into a natural corral with an abundance of 
water, grass, trees, sheltered from bad weather, 
a home created by a God (once again I write this 
to intimate that my God might be different from 
your God, but both are just as real and 
important) for anyone to move into for a 
peaceful relaxing life. 


This is probably why the Rio Grande Railroad 
set up their small terminal here, and stationed 
the Helper Engines, and why Hobo's would ride 
trains to this location, God (and let's not start 
my explanations about God again) always 
creates a place for people to desire to live in, 
but he gives us a Free Will and lets us choose. 
Between work in Helper, Price, and the 
neighboring Utah Railway, Deer Meat supplied 
by the Utah Department of Wildlife whenever 
deer are hit and killed by trucks, and 
inexpensive rooms at the Helper Hotel or 
housing in Helper who wouldn't want to put 
down roots here? Although Hobo's only stopped 
for short periods before moving on, it was the 
same living situation that drew them back here 
time and time again, and why they continue to 
return to this little town nestled in the 
mountains of Northern Utah, the truest form of 
a Shangri La imagined that Is a Reality, A TRUE 
WELCOME HOME! 


It was always difficult to leave this welcoming 
town, to a degree it resembles the Stanley 
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Resort/Hotel built as a Resort/Retreat by George 
F. Stanley, the creator and owner of the 
company that built the Stanley Steamer, which 
was basically a locomotive for everyday people 
to drive down the road. Well you'll ask why | 
didn't put down roots in Helper Utah, after a few 
months, let alone a few years of ultimate 
freedom being experienced in this style of life, 
and the way you can move without need or 
expectation of planning gets into your blood, 
your D.N.A, as the psychological condition rears 
itself. It's called "Itchy Feet," a desire to pack up 
and move on further down the line, see other 
horizons, see other places, meet up with friends, 
make new friends, see what has stayed the 
same and what has changed, and tell about your 
adventures to others so they can live your Lewis 
and Clark life and stay safely at home. 


But that time will arrive, that nagging longing 
that incises you to start packing, getting ready 
to depart and one day it happens, what causes 
it is anybody's guess, a feeling, a sound, a 
smell, whatever cause that makes your decision 
will happen. And when it does you'll be gone 
more than likely in the night, leaving only a 
message or sign in a location at the train yard 
saying Good Bye, I'll Be Back Sometime, with no 
date as to when that will be, and you'll be gone, 
riding the steel, that twin silver line, heading off 
for another adventure to experience and tell 
stories about. | might state that it's Spiritual, 
NO, I'm not referring to Religion, just a Spirit 
that created the cause of your decision to go 
back to riding, similar to The Muse which 
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inspires people to write Long Flowery 
Descriptive Poetry, once this Spirit causes you 
to act there's no fighting it, you head out and 
blaze a new trail! 
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Chapter 10 


The new trail took me across Soldier Summit 
and a winding staircase down the west side of 
the mountain, and with every turn you could see 
both the front and back of the train, and an 
Awesome View of Immigration Pass, the same 
view that Brigham Young saw leading the 
Mormons towards A Fruitful Valley that would 
some day be known as Bountiful, Just south of 
Provo. The Rio Grande Railroad at one time 
filmed a promotional advertisement lauding the 
beauty of the Wasatch Mountain Range which 
was a settlement promotion by the state of Utah 
to get people to move into the area, population 
increase, political, more for the rolls to gain an 
advantage in the electorate. But at the same 
time it was to show that Utah was no longer the 
Wild West, and aside from the original Mormon 
Residents Utah needed investment from other 
sources to help it prosper and thrive. Showing 
off the mountains, valleys, the Great Salt Lake 
which Morton Salt had already established it's 
reclamation of salt through evaporation ponds, 
the promotional film was a way for the Rio 
Grande to capitalize on the future industry that 
would soon come to the State. 


The film also showed the mountains, sands, 
and weather to promote Tourism which the 
railroad would utilize its trains to bring 
passengers, tourists, that would flock to the 
State. Some of the tourists came by Freight 
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Train, to work the service jobs, working the 
worst jobs available that would ensure these 
"Tourists" enjoyed their stay and would return 
repeatedly, spending their money. Promotion 
and Profitability, and who would work these jobs 
that nobody else wanted to do?, the Other 
Tourists, The Hobo's!, retiring away from the 
General Populace in their home, the Jungle, a 
place they felt at home. A place resembling the 
wild west that was (where the people were 
trying to escape) and hoping the rest of the 
populace would leave them in peace!, they came 
in by the hundreds riding the boxcars, gondolas, 
lumber cars, the rods, and roofs. A veritable 
invasion of Former Military Men and Women still 
refusing to be Civilzed, and blended into the 
General Populace like Mindless Clones, The 


Unsung Heroes Of America. 


At present I'm sitting in my apartment 
drinking a can of craft beer called Dead Man's 
Curve, an IPA (or India Pale Ale, for those of you 
who don't imbibe and Dabble in Craft Beers all 
that often), tasty and cold, it was named after 
the sharp 90% turn on l-90 here in Cleveland 
Ohio. I'm sure every city has a Dead Man's 
Curve, but Cleveland's Dead Man's Curve is the 
only one | know that has a Craft Beer named 
after it, by the same token Dead Man's Curve 
employs migratory laborers, Hobo's if you will, 
and so does another Craft Beer. | was told about 
it after arriving in Salt Lake City that year, 
hitting the road at age 13, the company was 
located in the city of Pocatello Idaho, I was still 
in the mind of collecting as much information 
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about this life | would be living. | didn't consider 
it an inheritance then as | do now, just a 
learning experience, and learn I did about what 
is available to live life as a Hobo, being the one 
who helps to make life easier for Your So-Called 
Civilzed Society to thrive without the problems 
of your past and all that entails. And allowing 
me to live my life as an adventurer, as I've said 
earlier - A Modern Marco Polo, bound for new 
horizons, not Samarkan, although I think I went 
through a country called Samarkan while I was 
in the Army with the 101st Airborne. 


After making my way to Roper Yard, the main 
Rio Grande Train Yard south of Salt Lake City, | 
jungled behind a coffee company a couple of 
blocks north that was owned by a Mormon 
Family who marketed to us "Gentiles." Quite a 
welcoming family the Jacksill's employed hobo's 
often, knowing they would always be at work 
earlier than the family, seeing we stayed in the 
woods behind the business, with the mainline of 
the railroad nearby, and we would watch over 
the business because our home WAS the Coffee 
Company, cheaper than hiring a Security 
Company! Later | was back at Roper Yard at the 
"Catch Out" waiting to get the transfer local to 
"Oggy Dog" (Ogden) on the Rio Grande where | 
would change to the "Uncle Pete" (Union Pacific) 
to ride further North to Pocatello, the Craft Beer 
Company there was called "Spud," Yes, Yes, | 
know, | know, Saturday Night Live had a satire 
commercial about "Spud" starring Chevy Chase, 
but this was, a REAL BEER - Spud!, it didn't last 
long, like the beer in New Orleans, Jax - Spud 
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was more like a Laxative, and drinking it would 
have the consumer Sitting On The Throne For 
Hours, but who were we to stand in their way if 
these folks wanted to drink this stuff and get 
the "Hershey Squirts." And I'd watch Truck after 
Truck leave the Brewery every day, thinking 
there must be a Fertilizer Plant that everyone 
who drinks Spud flushes their toilet to, so it can 
be used to Fertilize Idaho's Potato Crops, so 
they can make more Spud, the Ultimate in 
Recycling! Sorry, Rotten Joke, still very true 
because potatoes have been used for fertilizer 
in Poland that creates a large amount of a 
healthy agricultural product, more Potatoes, 
why shouldn't potatoes be made into a drink 
that produces human waste that fertilizes that 
same agricultural product. Case Example, I could 
give you more examples, Naaaaahhhhhhhhh, 
better continue my quest at age 13! 


Pocatello sit's at the foot of the Bitteroots, a 
mountain range that begins at Pocatello and 
ends north at the foot of the St. Johns Range in 
Central British Columbia, the Bitteroots were 
called this by the local Blackfoot Tribe because a 
wild plant they ate, "Chik-a-wa" had a root that 
had a sap they boiled off that was quite bitter. 
The Blackfoot Tribe normally found no use for 
the bitter sap until a traveling bartender 
obtained some of the sap and realized it would 
mellow harsh drinks that used Scotch and thus 
began a company in the U.S. to produce the 
often used "Bitters!" In fact Bitters is also used 
to produce "Tung Oil" which gives a smooth 
finish to unvarnished, or unlaquered furniture, 


61 


all from a once thought useless sap from a wild 
plant! Since their treaty with the Government 
the Blackfoot Tribe is the major producer, and 
exporter of Bitters around the world. Because 
production of Bitters is a disgusting job, and 
nobody wanted to do the work, Hobo's came 
through here by the Hundreds to be employed 
and would leave with Money Belts overflowing, 
this is why "Uncle Pete" (Union Pacific) 
conductors would extract a "Fare" allowing 
Hobo's to ride their train unmolested, "Fortune 
Passes Everywhere!" Quite Majestic, the 
Bitteroots are still abundant with Black Bear, 
and Deer, sometimes Elk, you can still see the 
wagon ruts from the great movement of settlers 
heading off to Oregon crossing the Plains, to the 
East of Pocatello, and entering the 1st of 13 
passes through the Bitteroots to enter the 
Cascades, and eventually the State of Oregon. 
Heading north out of Pocatello on the U.P. we 
cross those wagon ruts, a vertible river of ruts, 
hard as Stone and bleached White, a reminder 
of the persistence of people who will complete 
their aims, that persistence that drives the new 
generation of Hobo's. That persistence is 
infectious, and aided Moses to lead the Isrealite 
Nation out of Egypt to their "Promised Land! It 
was persistence that helped Christopher 
Columbus to cross The Atlantic to discover The 
New World, it was persistence that aided Lewis 
And Clark to cross the Continent and find a New 
Route To The Pacific, it was persistence that 
aided Cornelius Vanderbilt to create the 
Pennsylvania Railroad. It was persistence that 
gave the Mormons the drive to cross the 
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Wasatch Range to settle in what would be Salt 
Lake City, and so it's persistence that drives 
Hobo's to live the free traveling life that they 
lead!" 


Persistence is an often unused word, but 
describing folks who have a drive to do the 
impossible takes persistence, and perseverance, 
DAMN!, how did I get started on the "P" word's?, 
well no matter, it's not time to start preaching 
yet, but soon it will be. A mission preacher | 
knew when I first met him at age 16, in Paducah 
Kentucky related to me that he preferred having 
Hobo's stop at his Country Mission because they 
were always tasked with the long walk in the 
woods finding his mission. But they were 
persistent, and persevered to get there, he 
knew if he asked they would do anything he 
needed to be done because he treated them like 
equals, it's a part of their cultural heritage, and 
part of their D.N.A! 


At age 17 I stopped here to wash the grease 
from my travels off and the mission director 
asked if | would help harvest their green beans, 
| assume he felt | would complain, because he 
asked me in a gruff tone voice. | jumped in and 
began picking, around sundown he told me to 
stop, | looked and saw | had picked 11 bushels 
of them, the director told me he had never seen 
someone from the trains work so hard, and I got 
the biggest wide eyed stares when I told him my 
lst job was making charcoal at age 8. I've 
worked hard all of my life and can't stand to sit 
idle, | have to do something, keep occupied or 
I'll go "Bug House Crazy," even now at 1:25 am 
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I'm writing this autobiography, while watching a 
DVD Movie at the same time. And that was the 
case after finishing the job at the Spud Brewery 
in Pocatello, waiting at the road crossing on the 
north side of "Poky" | watched as the Silverbow 
train creep across the yard to slowly show off 
cars so me and 11 other Hobo's could catch a 
ride. From here to Montana "Uncle Pete" was 
very accommodating. Green Forested Hills, with 
Elk wandering the fields, Crystal clear streams, 
and a peaceful quiet that never carried the 
sound of a truck or a Gang Fight, just the sound 
of the Freight Train I was riding, and the sweet 
smell of Freedom, until proven otherwise - 
Shang-Ri-La! In today's world many Native 
American Tribes want to return the land to its 
Original state, no cars, no trains, no airports, 
everything as the Great Spirit originally created 
it, | wish the same thing, not because I'm Native 
American, but because I appreciate beauty of 
life that is unspoiled, untouched, FREE! 
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Chapter 11 


So here I was, on a rattling boxcar riding Uncle 
Pete (not Uncle Kraker, although sometimes the 
crews acted like one) and it finally imitates the 


Dirty & Ragged Going West, slowing down and 
winding through hills and cliffs, it resembles the 


Durango & Silverton Scenic Railway. Sheer rock 
cliffs, if a train derails here I'd have a 300 foot 
fall to the bottom of a very rocky Canyon in 
which flows a raging river, then it opens up to a 
wide valley with a field full of Montana Blondes. 
(Sheep) Not what you'd want to have for a 
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girlfriend but sheep ranching was a big industry 
in the early 1900's which created many Range 
Wars, at one time Hobo's had to be careful 
where they traveled, and who they told what 
jobs they were going for! Talk the wrong way to 
the wrong person and you could end up hanging 
from a rope in a tree!, so arriving in Silverbow | 
also had to remember that the surrounding hills 
are actually Copper Tailings, remnants of a past 
mining industry, thus any ground water is 
polluted, if a person drinks from streams here it 
Could Be Deadly! The city of Silverbow has to 
have it's water pumped in from Helena, 
otherwise the only fresh water is what you bring 
in from another state, or bottled water bought 
at Convenience Stores. True Ecological 
Pollution, Greta _Thundberg, the Swedish Girl 
who campaigns for electric cars, and abolishing 
gasoline, should join the campaign against that! 
This is why I'm so fortunate to live on Lake Erie, 
I was looking for a local on the Montana Western 
going back to Butte, but no such luck, add to 
that the clear skies turned to drizzle, | ended up 
walking the 3 miles to Butte on the abandoned 
Great Northern Roadbed, stopping periodically 
to pull Date Nails. 


These were what was used to tell railroaders 
what date a tie was put in so it could be 
calculated when to replace it, with all the sweat 
and muscle it took hobos to lay rails we believe 
that part of a Hobo's Spirit is now a part of the 
Date Nail, carrying date nails with us will bring 
Good Luck! But Good Luck comes in many forms 
and no-one can tell you otherwise, in fact Good 
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Luck is a Spirit, or should I say Spirit(s) for there 
are Hobo Spirits, this comes in the form of 
Campfire Ashes, with the Hobo Nation we treat a 
campfire with respect. This is a meeting place 
for Political and Social Discussion, Laws and 
Hobo Court Judgement, Feeding, Cleaning, 
Entertainment, and Security, this is what a 
campfire is to a Hobo, and because we respect it 
we salute this fire with a ceremony that is 
tradition, we build our fires to heat, and 
welcome, but we salute it and the 4 Prevailing 
Winds because they also are a part of it. The 4 
winds are spiritual and give life to the fire, but 
each has its own Personality and Spirit, the 
North Wind is the Cooling Wind, it brings relief 
from the summer heat, it also brings the Winter 
to put the earth to sleep. We salute the South 
Wind, it brings warm breezes to wake the earth 
from its winter slumber, We salute the East 
Wind, although it brings storms they are needed 
to shake dead limbs from trees, and dead 
grasses from the earth, and helps make living 
plants thrive. We salute the West Wind, it brings 
rain, and sunsets, and tells us everything will be 
alright! We also add campfire ashes, we believe 
that part of all who gather around a campfire 
give life to the fire, so part of our spirit goes 
into the fire and remains in the ashes, when we 
start another fire the action repeats, so 
everyone collects the campfire ashes, and if only 
one of us are at a campfire physically, with the 
ashes added the single Hobo is never alone 
because a spiritual community is made from 
that fire and ashes surrounding them with 
peace, tranquility, and Good Luck! 
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Eastern mysticism has become a fashion in 
our present society, eastern mysticism has 
given many people spiritual guidance, and many 
believe that Saluting The 4 Winds is Eastern 
Mysticism, and it Did come from Hobo's who 
Originated from the eastern United States, But 
IT IS NOT EASTERN MYSTICISM! It Is Hobo 
Tradition, Culture, Inheritance, too many people 
try to associate Hobo Culture with influences 
from other cultures but realize the multinational 
people that fought in the Civil War, a piece of 
their culture was added to a salad bowl, then 
heated in the fires of War and melted. What 
emerged was a hardened steel culture that is 
uniquely American, and though many of us came 
from other parts of American Life we ARE a 
Nation within this Nation called the United 
States! Our legacy is that we leave this world 
with experience and quality, we try to leave it in 
better shape than we found it, the rest of the 
world trashes it repeatedly, still we do our best 
to cleanse it for others to enjoy, when they find 
it orderly, and well stocked for them to use, and 
ask they do the same for the next people who 
come down the road! 


And on the road I walked, tie by tie with a 
steady drizzle falling, dripping off my Cornstripe 
Hat feeling the eyes of all the Hobo's who 
walked this route before me, spirits of former 
times, of former people who dug each foot. Laid 
each tie, hammered each spike, showing me the 
line, and the life, my inheritance of the Hobo 
Nation, and each Date Nail | saw as | walked 
those 2 miles spoke of adventure and history if | 
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walked another foot, until I stood in front of the 
boarded Passenger Stations of the Great 
Northern, and Milwaukee Road. It was here that 
I spent several nights camped inside the Great 
Northern Station with a small campfire looking 
at several hundred Monikers dating back to 
1891, each Moniker told of a separate person 
and personality to call Family. | breathed wood 
smoke, and sweet mountain air intoxicating me 
that I began to realize Hobo's Are My Family, 
and this is where I belonged, what a revelation 
to a Young Hobo of 13, how many 13 year olds 
have you seen that would live this way? Yet I did 
being exposed to this life as a child of a Lady 
Hobo, it was now I thanked my mother for 
allowing Hobo's to live in the woods behind our 
home in Lampassas Texas, and it bespoke of the 
difference between friends and family. No one 
really recognizes their need of family until they 
have no family, this is why I grew up with Older 
Men and Women my mother loved and trusted 
during her days on the road, to see that Hobo's 
are a Nation, migratory, but still a Nation with 
its own traditions, its own culture, its own way 
of life that has been handed down through the 
generations that came before each previous 
generation. As a child in Lampassas | witnessed 
Hobo's coming into the jungle telling about 
signs of people and incidents that would soon 
arrive or come to pass, and within a day or 4, 
what was bespoke by these Free _ Rail 
Enthusiasts came to pass. More informative 
than our present C.I.A. or F.B.I, | grew up with 
activities that were a culture handed down 
through people that lived a life only satirized by 
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the uninformed media. Culture And Nationalism 
Is Not Learned, It Is Lived, Experienced, Handed 
Down through each successive generation, it is 
not decided by a Government, true a 
Government is a part of Nationalism, but 
Governments do not decide what is the culture 
that represents the Nation, The Citizens Of The 
Nation Do! 
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Chapter 12 


I saw this when I looked on the wall of the inside 
of the Great Northern Passenger Station, and 
there was a message written by a Hobo who 
lived in the woods behind our home in 
Lampassas saying: 


"Jon, your Uncle, Black Duck, welcomes you to 
the Real Montana, this is but one of our homes, 
like the culture you grew up in, use the home, 
keep it clean and orderly, replace the food and 
wood, and close the door when you leave, 
another of our nation will be coming behind you. 
They will use this place the same as you, and 
they will do the same for the next of our nation 
when they leave, this is your inheritance, this is 
why we are a Nation within a Nation!" 


What a concept?, a Nation within a Nation, 
that originally had never crossed my mind but 
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as | pondered the idea the thought of such a 
notion began to make sense, | was working at 
carrying Coal in a "Gator" from a coal car, a 
delivery for a local heating company. This made 
deliveries to homes and businesses that still 
heated that heated with such, the local Mission 
also heated with coal, and as | was unloading 
this black rock | began discussing Hobo's with 
the "Mission Stiffs" the idea that Hobo's are a 
separate people. Their feelings were that people 
who are "Cut From The Same Cloth" are indeed a 
separate nation, but nations are a fickle idea to 
claim for a migratory people, and hard to prove. 
Nations have a charter, and a bill to show 
legalities for its citizens, it must be recognized 
by other nations as a Foreign Power which 
Hobo's might not be able to have realized. A 
Nation also has an embassy and representatives 
in the American Capitol which Hobo's also don't 
have, its own currency, language, and trade 
systems. My argument was we had our own 
language, somewhat based on the American 
Language (I loathe to call it the English 
Language because His Royal Highness - King 
Charles Windsor would s@#$%&t a brick if I did) 
it still has its own meanings, and each word or 
phrase are recorded in several different places, 
and in several different books, including the 
Library of Congress. We have our own currency 
in the things we create, then trade with other 
folks - The Barter System, we have a Quasi- 
Embassy with specific Retired Hobo's in cities 
across this country who litigate, and lobby, and 
at times Legislate for the citizens of our Nation, 
the Hobo Nation! Exclusive as it sounds WE ARE 
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A NATION who move across this land and act as 
Stewards for future generations, we have a 
financial and political impact to share, we work 
for everyone, not just Hobo's because we are 
inclusive, and the surrounding United States is 
not, we give hope that the U.S. will wake up and 
realize WE have a better design on how to live 
and treat others, We Truly ARE A NATION! But 
this is a discussion for another time. 
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Chapter 13 


Butte was a Copper mine, the largest in the U.S, 
Berkeley Pit no longer operates, but it's deep, 
crazy deep, the city tried to use it as a water 
source but with all the chemicals used in Mining 
that would fill the pit with the worst toxic soup 


in the world, so here it is Greta Thundberg, the 
next ecological problem to campaign for the 


town of Butte was built on started out as a tent 
city, to quickly move to other locations, and 
follow the traveling fortune that WAS the 
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prospecter's lives. But because the fortune that 
normally was followed by these "businesses" did 
NOT travel with miners and prospecter's more 
"businesses" became stationary, built buildings 
on the mountain, and attracted other 
businesses to come to the mountain! So both 
the Milwaukee Road and the Great Northern 
built routes into Butte to bring more businesses, 
and more people to Butte, now knowing that 
revelation, is it any wonder that "My Family, The 
Hobo's" came in too, living and working the 
same hills, and mountains as the original 
founders of Butte did so many years prior? Still 
refusing to live in town, camping on the 
outskirts of Butte, to live THEIR WAY as the 
Native Tribal Americans have done for 
Centuries?, and respecting the land, and 
practicing their self made, and_ inherited 
culture? Because unlike the people coming into 
this area by Passenger Train the Hobo's knew 
and understood more what the Spiritual Nature 
of the land expected, needed, and appreciated 
from them. Inheritance, something as old as 
time, and getting older every year, this is what 
I, as well as other Hobo's, inherited, and that is 
the inheritance we leave to the next generation 
of Hobo's. | practiced this at age 13, when 
working in town, and dealing with the towns 
citizens, and living away from town, not a 
"Practiced" act, but like animal instinct, it was, 
and is a part of my D.N.A. Evel Knevel was born 
here, the son of a used car dealer, he traveled 
across this country on a motorcycle using his 
wits, and abilities learned, Inherited from his 
family, to jump the motorcycle over cars, and 
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buses, in every city that would let him. Evel also 
lived a Hobo Life, and like his forefathers, he 
Inherited this culture. The Culture of the Hobo's, 
then passed it down to his son Robbie, | worked 
at the Knevel Used Car Lot, walking uphill every 
day, A true 45% (this means the road rises 45 
feet for every 100 feet forward it extends) walk 
to where the car lot was located, it built my legs 
up, and my endurance. And every day I swore 
that the best, most profitable business in town 
to own and operate would be fixing brakes, and 
transmissions, this is another job | worked at in 
Butte, and why | returned repeatedly. An 
available job that no one would expect me to 
have, | could have put down roots here, but | 


also inherited the Spirit Of Wandering, Hoboing! 


And the stark, but beautiful tall mountains 
beckoned me still to travel, more to see, and 
work, and like, and thrive, and thrive I did, even 
years later when I'd come back to be a Shepherd 
for the Winter, tending large flocks of sheep. I'd 
build snow dens for the sheep, and care for 
them all winter into the spring with no other 
human contact, at that point | was committed to 
the job, but it was also an adventure, sheep, |! 
found, are a lot like young children and bleat, or 
cry whenever they feel threatened or 
abandoned. This is why, in the Bible, David 
played a harp and sang to them, calming them 
to feel comforted, and protected, the work was 
rewarding but long hours make a person want to 
be around people again! And after an 
$18,000.00 winter paycheck I just wanted to 
ride, to be with my own people, The Hobo's. 
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When you look at an empty field, or pasture, 
or if you've ever looked at The Great Plains what 
do you see?, an empty space?, a place to build 
new homes?, businesses?, industry?, do you see 
the fallacy of that vision? Do you imagine what I 
see when | look at an empty field?, a 
community!, a community of nature, of birds, 
prairie dogs, snakes, coyotes, horses, lynx, all 
manner of wildlife, a community that is diverse, 
multicultural (in a manner of speaking) exactly 
the same way as the rest of the world, and 
America! This is also what the Hobo Nation Is!, 
and it's an uphill battle | will have, to prove to 
you and the rest of the U.S. that it IS A Nation 
Within A Nation, but it'll be a worthy battle, and 
it'll come to pass, and I'll see it, if not while I'm 
alive, then from The Big Rock Candy Mountains 
(Hobo Heaven)! 


Some people may parallel my life with that of 
a Cowboy, and there are many mirror images in 
this assessment, we both appreciate open 
Spaces, we both long for our face in the wind, 
we both work hard and play hard. We both camp 
in the fields and forests, we both gather around 
a campfire, we both enjoy sunsets and sunrises, 
we both get paid cash but we spend it on things 
we need for now and for the future, this is our 
way of investing. This Is Our Social Security, Our 
Culture, Our Way Of Life, this is a Fact, not an 
Impression, a reality, Face it, Accept it, there's 
no Changing it! 


Rolling across Montana from Butte eastward 
that year took me through Livingston, and the 
great Eastern Plains of Montana into South 
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Dakota which wasn't all that new to me, not that 
I ever was in South Dakota before that time, but 
because I grew up with the hard baked Plains, 
that's all you see in Lampassas. But where we 
only have desert style Plains with little surface 
water South Dakota has beautiful wet Plains 
with plenty of streams, and lakes, all richly 
green with life, and spirit. It's the cleaness of 
the State that always attracted me, and always 
will, at nights | could walk among the fields, 
back roads, and downtown areas and feel like 
I'm never going to be bothered by the hazards 
of immense cities! That's not to say that there 
are no hazards in this part of South Dakota, 
Dickinson is a college town noted for early 
writers, the Federal Government decided to pay 
for tuition at small College towns such as 
Dickinson to promote writing to young people 
digging out of the Depression Days. Such 
students that lived through those years enjoyed 
the benefits of a New Deal Education which is 
what this was, several writers went on to 


become Lawyers, Newspaper Men, Industrialsts, 


Senators, Congressmen, Walter Cronkite and 
Roger Mudd, reporters from C.B.S. started out 


as New Deal Students in their younger years! 
These Cold Water Colleges still needed basic 
amenities, therefore they enlisted Hobo's into 
their employee accounts as a reason to charge 
the Federal Government more for tuition. 


The local population harassed the New Deal 
Students and the Hobo Janitors stating these 
people were taking money and food from 
residents, whereas the students couldn't escape 
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their harasser's, Hobo's could disappear into the 
jungle. Many people would say that the Boogie 
Man lives down there, even today Hobo's fresh 
from the road will be harassed walking on the 
towns streets, but no citizen will come down to 
the jungle! And at night the fields are alive with 
locusts, and fireflies, bullfrogs croaking, and in 
the distance the moaning sirens call of a train 
can be heard, some people call it noise, but | 
call it Music! And it thrills my heart and soul, the 
beckoning echo's through my head, it's 
something I can't deny, and so when the train 
pulls up I spot the car to ride and climb on 
board, allowing the crew, dispatcher, and the 
one I| perceive as God (no I'm not explaining the 
God thing again) to decide where we go. 


Tribal Americans used to call the railroad 
"The Iron Buffalo" because it would run mindless 
across the Plains unless there was someone to 
direct the herd, by the same token there is a 
magazine called The Iron Horse referring to any 
motorcycle. The Iron Horse is the descendant of 
the horse on the Plains, and so the Iron Buffalo 
became the Freight Train of today, still a 
mindless beast unless directed by a person who 
has the intelligence to give it direction. The 
more the years go by the more the present 
reflects the past, an old quote used to be used 
as a guiding tool "Those Who Forget The Past 


Are Doomed To Repeat It." The point of this is 
that People migrate, 


The first humans: Adam and Eve migrated 
from the Garden of Eden, 
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The Israelites migrated from Egypt across a 
desert land for 40 years, 


Jesus and his disciples migrated across Israel 
during his 3 year ministry. 


The Pilgrims migrated across the Atlantic to 
the New World, 


and so Hobo's have migrated across the U.S. 
since the Civil War, each group were movers and 
adventurers, with stories to tell, and Document 
for future generations to read, enjoy, and 
imagine what their lives might have been had 
they been alive during that time It's That 


Simple. 


Crossing South Dakota the rails still cross a 
volcanic region, this state has been represented 
as being flat, with endless seas of wheat, and 
other grains, yet there is a section that is half 
way between Cheyenne Wells and Salina where 
there are volcanic trails, and streams, The 
Badlands. An unusual natural occurrence 
showing that this is still part of the Caldera, the 
great volcano under the West, the same volcano 
that formed Yellowstone National Park, in the 
fall pools can be found along the Salina River 
where there are Hot Springs loaded with 
minerals. The Hot Springs of Kansas, only known 
to a few of us Hobo's and a few Tribal 
Americans, I've spent several years coming back 
to this location in the U.S. to renew my body, 
mind, and soul from all difficulties of my life. 
Quite often in life people tried to manipulate me 
to their own designs and desires, as if they have 
a right to turn me into a puppet, cleaning up 
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from their mistakes, or doing their dirty work. 
Manipulation, over the years people have tried 
to manipulate Hobo's for their own means: 


The Salvation Army during their Kettle and 
Bell Ringer Drives at Christmas Time, 


St. Vincent De Paul or the local Rescue 
Mission, or Any Homeless Organization. Whining 
For Funding To Help The Poor Homeless, "Oh We 


Need Help Getting These Poor Homeless Folks 
Off The Street" and they rant and rave about 


how they're going to help get them jobs and 
make their quality of life better. But when the 
Dog and Pony Show is over the people ranting 
are Gone, the money they campaigned for is 
Gone, and those same homeless they were 
crying for are still in the same deplorable life as 
always. Who polices these "Fakers, and Con 
Artists?," how do they get away with Creating 
The Scams they enact to appear Holier than 
God, only to disappear when the Manufactured 
Public Wailing Event is over? But do we 
complain?, NEVER! we know this will happen 
again, as it has since time immemorial. And so 
we live our lives and move on down the line, and 
these Campainer's leave to find a new object to 
use to rile the population up, like the passage of 
the Christian Bible Jesus states "the poor you 
will always have, but you will not always have 
Me with you!" - aaaaaaaaaahh S@#$%&t! 


Preaching Again! 


| arrived in Fargo, The Real Fargo, not the 
one on the T.V. Show. Nobody there uses the 
word "Eh," or "Ay," when they talk, that's 
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Hollywood, thinking they're so close to Canada 
that they talk like Canadians, The Powers that 
Be in Hollywood needs a Large dose of Reality! 
The reality of really living for a common goal to 
enjoy life, and help your fellow people live life to 
thier fullest without someone trying to 
manipulate them, or stick their head up your a$ 
$! 
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Chapter 14 


Crossing into Minnesota | finally hit the prairie, 
plus wet spongy ground, and worst of all - 
"Mosquitoes" as big as F-16's and badly bitting 
Deer Flies, these would even take chunks of 
flesh when they bit you, carnivorous insects, | 
kept wondering if Minnesota had a Frankenstein 
Laboratory for insects at the University of 
Minnesota in Minneapolis. Every bug bites here, 
but I found that's not the case at night when the 
breezes blow and the smell of clean air lightly 
scented by Gardenia's, Violets, and Dogwood 
permeates and covers the odor of milled grain, 
diesel smoke, and, musty wet lands plus the 
lakes. Or ponds, Minnesota is supposed to be 
the State of 10,000 lakes, but | found that they 
have a weird idea of what a lake is supposed to 
be, to them any pool of standing water is a lake. 
This was evident after an interchange was built 
on the North side of Downtown Minneapolis on 
U.S. 18 with the North Expressway, after 
completing the interchange, complete with 
cloverleafs, the Minnesota D.O.T. laid down a 
vinyl layer in the center sections of each 
cloverleaf. Filled them with water, and called 
them Interchange Lakes A, B, C, & D. Otherwise 
I enjoyed Honey Bees buzzing through the 
strong high Cottonwood Trees standing firm 
against the wind like the Sentinels of the Trojan, 
and Greek Hot Gates that caused the Persians to 
stop their advance in that war, the one that the 
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movie 300 was created to depict. This is the 
State of Vikings, and Warrior's, many have 
joined the ranks of Professional Wrestlers, often 
joked about mercilessly, but in Reality the 
Superheroes Of Our Modern Day And Age, this is 
also the State of Railroads, and River Boats, 
Grain Elevators, Flour Mills, Cereal Companies, 
and Beer Breweries. 


Also the land of Kings of the Hobo's, and 
Queen's of the Hobo's, and a cemetery that 
holds the final resting place of an Unknown 
Hobo, discovered by Union Pacific Railroad in 
2003, this hobo was found frozen to death in a 
boxcar in Elmhurst Yard. The Cook County 
Sheriff sent his body to the County Morgue, and 
a short eulogy was printed in the Chicago 
Tribune, King of the Hobo's - Ad Man, a partner 
in a Brand Marketing Agency with his wife 
Doreen, or Dori as he liked to call her and she 
called herself, read the eulogy and began calling 
the Cook County Sheriff to try and identify him. 
He printed up flyers and posted them all over 
Chicago, as well as Minnesota. 


One year, | traveled with him out of Chicago 
(after attending a Hobo Poetry and Music 
Festival) through Rochelle Illinois and helped 
him post the flyers in every place we felt Hobo's 
might congregate, Also alerting anybody who 
might aid in figuring out his identity, but by 
2006 all his efforts came to naught. So Ad Man 
contacted the authorities getting the Unknown 
Hobo's body released, then brought him back to 
Minneapolis Minnesota to be buried in a local 
cemetery, with a homemade cement headstone 
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entitled The Unknown Hobo. Similar to the 
marker at Britt lowa in the National Hobo 
Cemetery, every year, throughout most of the 
year Ad Man attempted to discover the identity 
of the Unknown Hobo much to his chagrin, but 
always stated "We consider it our job to find out 
his identity, his name, and we'll continue 
because to us Everyone Matters!" Superheroes, 
and Ad Man was one of them, Ad Man "Caught 
the Westbound" in 2011, 1/3rd of his ashes were 
buried in Minneapolis, 1/3rd of his ashes were 
buried in The National Hobo Cemetery, but the 
rest of his ashes were scattered around the 
country on Freight Trains by his Daughter - Rose 
of Sharon, also a SUPERHERO! 


In Staples there is some property along side 
the B.N.S.F. Yard, it was called "The Ranch" 
where Hobo's and Military Veterans gathered 
every year for a 4th of July Veteran/Hobo 
Celebration, organized by the "Boxcar Boys," 
King of the Hobo's - Dante Fucwha, King of the 
Hobo's - Preacher Steve, and Space Man John. 
Dante and Preacher were both friends of mine in 
later years, both were Viet Nam Veterans, and 
Hobo's, well traveled, and well seasoned, and 
although their Military careers had them in 
Violent Conflicts and utilized their Combat 
Training to the Fullest, as Hobo's they were soft 
spoken, and non-threatening to anyone they 
met or traveled with. Preacher Steve Caught 
The Westbound in 2010 from a Heart Attack, 
Dante Caught The Westbound in 2020, the 
victim of Agent Orange coupled with the Early 
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Stages of COVID-19!, both are buried in the 
National Hobo Cemetery in Britt lowa. 


Minneapolis Jewel is a 4 time Queen of the 
Hobo's, she and her daughter moved to the 
house Jewel still lives in at Northtown, what was 
the engine house of the Great Northern 
Railroad, if you look from the kitchen window at 
her house you can see trains rolling by. B.N.S.F, 
and C.P, train after train, Jewels 1st attempt at 
riding a freight train ended in disaster, she and 
Come On Pat wanted to ride a freight train to 
the National Hobo Convention so they went to 
Daytons Bluff Yard to catch a B.N. down to La 
Crosse Wisconsin and then catch a SOO to Britt. 
That was the intention, but it didn't work out, 
they got to Onalaska Wisconsin and were 
thrown off by the County Sheriff, they hitch 
hiked, or rather walked (hitch hiking is illegal in 
Wisconsin) and got to La Crosse. By that time 
the Hobo Convention was over with. But it didn't 
deter Jewel, she's driven to Britt every year 
since that time, that's not to say that she never 
rode freight trains, Jewel rode with lowa Blackie 
across lowa while she was a 3rd time Queen of 
the Hobo's, her friendship with Blackie soured 
when he became obsessed with her, lowa 
Blackie later became King of the Hobo's, 
Minneapolis Jewel also rode with New York Ron - 
Crown Prince of the Hobo's - across the Highline 
(it was B.N. but now it's B.N.S.F.) and that trip 
held enough adventures to last 4 lifetimes. More 
adventures than are in the Library of Congress, 
more adventures than Hollywood and Bollywood 
put together can create! 


86 


And I became family with all of them, and 
they ARE my family who I love and cherish, but 
Minneapolis (or Minniehopeless as both lowa 
Blackie and | call it) is too big of a City, or at the 
time it felt that way. Making my way through 
"Stinky Town" (actually it's Dinky Town, a 
University area that lowa Blackie nicknamed) | 
began running into masses of people almost 
herds, | remember seeing such a moving 
congregation in Historical Movies, but had never 
experienced it in person. | stood by the river 
bank watching this immense throng and felt 
that | Could NEVER LIVE This Way. Even now |! 
shudder at the memory, a person would 
suffocate from being near that many people 
packed together, and | needed to be back in the 
open spaces, I guess being a citizen was not for 
me! 


At least not at that time, so for me to best 
idea was "Roll Out" and get as far down the line 
as | could, get back to nature, ride through 
some woods, or woodlands, and that meant 
going to St. Paul to ride the Milwaukee Road 
south along the Mississippi River. So I got onto a 
city bus and rode to St. Paul, then walked to 
Pigs Eye Yard and waited at a car parking lot for 
commuters watching the build up of the 
Southbound to Davenport, this meant, once 
again fighting The Minnesota National Air Force. 
And for several hours | slapped on Deet, pure, 
from The Vietnam Era, the ONLY WAY to fight 
them off, but I spied my train and the car | 
wanted to ride, we call it an "Apartment 
Grainer," it has a sheet metal back porch. A lip 
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coming up the back end, and walls going up the 
sides, it still sucks a breeze to keep bugs off, 
but also keeps the rain off. | then made my way 
across the highway to the yard and climbed on 
board while the Milwaukee Road was creeping 
out towards Red Wing, and eventually the river. 
Finally in the dark of night | enjoyed heading out 
for a new horizon. Down the Mississippi, cool 
and crisp at night, the moisture of the trees, 
bluffs, and the river lulling me back into the 
spiritual nature of the woods that the train runs 
through, hearing frogs croaking, the river 
lapping the shore, and voices. Yes voices on the 
wind, some say ghosts, but they were more like 
family from the past telling me of the 
southbound I was traveling on, not just the rails 
but the life | would journey through, and as | 
rolled down the river the vision of my future was 
clear. | would spend my life riding upon the back 
of this steel beast, with it allowing me to ride to 
my destiny, whatever that may be. 


As we rolled down the line water would shoot 
up beside the train, litthe Geysers from a 
saturated roadbed as ties compressed when the 
car's ran across them, who needs Yellowstone 
National Park when I have the Mississippi River 
Line? And beside us, on the river, tug boats, or 
rather push boats plying their trade, pushing 
long strings of barges filled to overflowing with 
gravel, coal, or grain, like freight trains on the 
water, managed by crews that constantly care- 
take them, just like a Hobo cares for the ride 
he's on when riding a Freight train. I've talked 
with these men and they told me tales of 
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dodging pleasure craft that don't care if they 
get run over by another larger craft, similar to 
the fools these days that walk along looking 
down at a 45° angle at the Smart Phone growing 
out of their hands, not watching where they are 
going. | get so disgusted with them, "Put The 
G@#$&$@d Phone Down, The Internet Will Be 
There When You Get Home." Watch Where 
You're Going, and who, or what you run into, 
Pay Attention, Think, Use Your Brain, this'll 
guide you better than rolling aimlessly along, | 
never did that in my life, | always had a plan, a 
direction when I was on the road. 


The Rivermen told me about seeing lights 
coming from the water where there is only 
water, nothing else, about abandoned towns 
that were haunted, in the day they were empty 
but at night they were filled with ghosts, lights, 
and disembodied voices. They told me about 
seeing sternwheelers that didn't exist, and 
pushboats that were ahead of them that they 
almost caught up to, but when they rounded the 
bend nothing was there, no _ pushboat, no 
barges, nothing. They told me of ghostly 
sternwheelers, and sidewheelers that would 
disappear in front of them, whirlpools in the 
river that would cause their guages, radios, and 
cellphones not to work, and | wondered about 
the strange world that we live in, How does one 
explain this group of incidents to people who 
only rely on the internet? 


But it's not just on the river, spiritual 
incidents, ghost trains, manifestations, and 
bizzare natural occourances abound in this 
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country, while traveling through Montana before 
joining the Army in 1977, | happened to be in 
Libby Montana and went to see The Bermuda 
Triangle Of Montana. Ponderosa Pines grew with 
their tree tops pointed Towards The Center of 
The Zone, water flowed Uphill, and toward the 
center of the zone, Moss usually grows on the 
north side of a tree but here it grows on the side 
of the tree facing the zone. Electronics don't 
work, even wind up clocks and wind-up watches 
won't work, and in the center of the zone is a 
lake that glows at night, the Legend of this lake 
is that a tribal member placed a curse on the 
lake. Upset that the U.S. Government broke the 
treaty with Cheif Joseph of the Nez Perce he 
cursed the lake to confound what ever white 
man that enters the area, DAMN If That's Not 
True! And this is still a beautiful country, it's no 
wonder why Tribal Americans want to return 
this country to its natural state, but to be a part 
of the 21st century you need railroads and 
highways. Well they have those already, and 
you don't need any more, just rebuild them to 
handle the freight movement in and out of the 
State, give the land of the Reservations to the 
Tribal Americans, the original Tribal Members 
have paid the price for what ever supposed 
transgression that was committed, why should 
their descendants continue to pay when there's 
no need? Set up these families in a business of 
their choice so they won't have to get money 
doled out in small increments by a sometimes 
corrupt Tribal Council, keep the Culture of the 
Tribes Alive with museums, and public 
presentations because it is what evolved into 
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the American Culture. And protect the 
Mountains and Forests because this is what 
renews our air and water, and brings the 
tourists to spend Millions, if not Billions of 
dollars, Not The Flash Trash Of The Big Cities, 
and it preserves the spiritual nature of this 
land! 
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Chapter 15 


Dammitol, | started preaching again! | made a 
mental promise never to start preaching until | 
was ordained, so where was I?, oh yeah, out on 
the Milwaukee Road | observed the soggy 
roadbed and the ties dipping, making the train 
rock from side to side like a ship in rough seas. 
Then the ties started depressing causing water 
to "Geyser" up and splash the sides of any car 
on the train, and now i know what a sailor feels 
like riding a ship in bad weather, people have 


92 


asked me to take them on a train ride. I'd like to 
take them out on the Milwaukee Road, but 
that's a dream, the Milwaukee Road is no more 
having changed hands several times, first 
bought by the SOO, then the C.P, then it was 
bought Dennis Washington to create the I.M.R.L. 
which stood for lowa Minnesota Rail Link, but 
realize the joksters that Hobo's are. We 
nicknamed it - | aM Really Lost - because of it's 
Oddball operations, and dead ending in towns 
that it had no reason to stop in, so because | 
was headed south | rode the Milwaukee Road 
down the river line through Dubuque, Clinton, 
Davenport, Muscatine, Ottumwa, down into 
Kansas City. And not wanting to stay in such a 
large town (the memory of the crowds in 
Minniehopeless was still prevalent) | caught 
Keeps Cruising Slowl Kansas City Southern) 
further south. 


In Louisiana | began sweating incessantly, 
humidity coupled with high heat takes a lot of 
getting used to, especially when it's a constant 
condition experienced every day, the people 
born here don't seem to mind, but it took me 
several trips back here for long periods to get 
acclimated. The people are rich in heritage and 
culture that the rest of the world takes for 
granted, the people who live close to the land | 
felt more comfortable with because they came 
from the same area of life that | grew up in. And 
to them Hobo's are a normal part of life, when 
they found out who my mother was they told me 
I didn't have to do anything, they'd take care of 
my needs, but | told them I've worked hard all of 
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my life and always pay my way. The Cajuns 
spoke American with an inflection of Acadian, 
sort of a Bastardization of French, and they 
were most appreciative and when | offered to 
work for my dinner they employed me. One 
father of a family thought that | was a tourist 
looking for fun and was surprised when he was 
ready to end his work and I wanted to keep 
going, | told this man that | grew up working 
from sun up to sun down, and it was nothing for 
me to work after dark. A surprise to him that a 
13 year old would be so industrious, and I found 
that after showing these Cajuns what I was 
willing to do that | ended up with thousands of 
new family members. 


Inclusiveness, now I ask you, shouldn't 
America, the U.S. be inclusive?, this is the ideal 
we based our Nation and National Declaration of 
Independence on!, inclusiveness means_ to 
include, and our nation has many people to 
include to make it multicultural. But the present 
Government wants to build a wall around us, Be 
exclusive, as if the United States is a Country 
Club for only a select few and not the wide 
variety of people who gathered together to 
create this New Country Governed by The 


People, ALL OF ITS CITIZENS. 
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Chapter 16. 


But that's not how it has worked as of late, with 
Border Walls, or Fences, The United States feels 
more like post war Berlin when Russia built the 
wall overnight, the same wall that we saw torn 
down on National and International T.V. (CNN, 
Fox, BBC, etc.) This is why I promote the Hobo 
Nation, our inclusiveness, to gather together 
everyone that the So-called Civilized Society 
rejects, and it is why I call them My Family! So 
on across Louisiana (Lou-zi-ana, or Lousy-ana as 
some people refer to it) | sat at an overpass 
crossing, the rail route of the K.C.S. that runs 
through Shreveport, and saw that it climbs a 
hill, slowing just enough for me to catch "On The 
Fly" safely, one afternoon, when I had enough of 
Shreveport, when my "Itchy Feet" returned I sat 
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under the overpass and waited, it took about 3- 
4 hours before the white nose of a KCS engine 
appeared on the horizon. And as it got near the 
throaty sound of the diesel engine and the 
whine of the turbocharger reached me on this 
hot, languid, sleepy afternoon, I then quickly 
packed up my gear and waited until the train 
slowed to a creep, spotting the car | wanted, 
climbed on board, and settled in for a New 
Adventure. Rolling through several crossings in 
Shreveport, and into Bossier City on the east 
side of the Red River, and as the train went 
through all those crossings nobody spotted me, 
"Just another train," no one saw a Hobo on 
board. The train carried me across Northern 
Louisiana (or Lousy-ana, if you prefer) and 
across the Mississippi River. Into the state of 
Mississippi, with a further direction | would 
eventually travel, Alabama, Georgia, ending at 
the Atlantic Ocean. 


This is the region of "The Blues" with people 
singing about a hard life, picking cotton, (as | 
have done) or cutting sugar cane, or any 
multitude of jobs that working people do to 
make lives in the Big City easier, this is also the 
region where Robert Johnson supposedly sold 
his soul to the devil at the Cross Roads. Getting 
the gift of Guitar Mastery, at least for a short 
time, it was here that I enjoyed the "Deep 
South" and all it has to offer and experience! | 
romanticize this area of the United States but, 
as opposed to Los Angeles, Portland, Chicago, 
New York City, Washington D.C, Miami, or 
Dallas/Ft. Worth, this part of the Nation is (to 
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me) the most welcoming and enjoyable Jewel 
that the United States has to experience. And 
offer to the World, why keep it a secret?, why 
not show the best we have as a Country to the 
World?, with influential people that came from 
this section of America like Martin Luther King, 
who defied the old restrictive standard to March 
from Selma to Montgomery to fight for all 
Americans Civil Rights. Just like our founding 
fathers fought for the rights of people to move 
here to escape Tyranny in their birth countries, 
or James Brown who sang and fought for 
schools, and blue collar peoples rights to be 
heard by the nation. Or Wilson Pickett who sang 
about true life romantically, and bluntly to wake 
up the rest of America to the daily problems 
they should face as opposed to "Sweeping It 
Under The Carpet"! Just a few to name, now let 
me get back to my first year on the road, and 
the ruminations remembering it brings up. 


Crossing the Mississippi River I could envision 
old and young citizens of the locale taking up 
arms to fight a war for a politician who promised 
this war would change the ideals of the 
opposing forces and Government behind them, 
but in reality it was the politician's way of 
sacrificing other people to die so they didn't 
have to fight the war themselves. Politicians like 
this should be forced into combat and not send 
peoples family members to fight and die for 
their personal "Ideas And Ideals." | walked in a 
Confederate Cemetery and saw that the people 
buried here were just like people of today, 
simple folk of all races who wanted a better 
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world for their children and grandchildren to live 
in. This is why I tell folks about the Hobo Nation, 
how we are inclusive, something our present 
Government has forgotten, we are inclusive to 
everybody from every walk of life, no matter 
who they are, or what race the are a decendant 
of, Black, White, Pink, Purple, Blue Or Green! 
This is the inheritance that we of the Hobo 
Nation pass on to our citizens, this is what we 
have to offer to The United States, another 
reason to shed the present Politics they 
expound, and try ours, it won't hurt you to be 
inclusive, follow our example. Then you wouldn't 
need to impeach your Presidents, Men like 
Richard Milhouse Nixon, or Bill Clinton, or that 
idiot Donald Jon Trump, no one realizes why he 
has the asinine attitude that he expounds, but it 
came from his Grandfather. 


The first Donald Trump was a "49er 
Salesman" who supplied all manner of items 
that prospecter's would use to head "Way Up 
North" (apologies to Johnny Horton who sang 
this part of the song North To Alaska), the 
miners Only supply stations were people like 
Donald Trump the 1st. He bought supplies in the 
"Lower 48" and sold to the traveling miners who 
faced a long, dangerous, and harrowing journey 
to Alaska, Don sold miners eggs at $1.00 a 
piece, truly gouging economics for that day and 
age. Then he sold his supply business and 
moved to the East Coast where he started 
buying property, speculating on their value, 
trading, selling, and building buildings to be 
sold or rented to businesses, and people, 
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making his fortune. His son Donald Trump the 
2nd inherited this fortune and built it into the 
Billion Dollar inheritance that Donald Jon Trump 
built up further, only to go Bankrupt several 
times during his lifetime, and "This Is The Guy 
You Elected President!" Shameful! 


As opportunistic as the Trump Family is we 
have only ourselves to blame because we 
allowed our Government to enact this style of 
commerce, when they were elected to Serve Us, 
not the other way around and we should have 
relied on our Social Structure, and Social Culture 
to determine if they should be allowed to take 
advantage of the Less Fortunate, or be driven 
out of our country! How is it that The Hobo 
Nation can rely on its Inheritance and Culture to 
have peaceful relations with other parts of 
Society, and the World, but the U.S. can not? 


I took my time crossing The Deep South to 
find others who shared my upbringing, my way 
of life, my inheritance, who were hiding out 
down here, but also to make friends, and gain 
resources that might aid me in my future days, 
and years. Resources that give me an edge in 
life other people might not have, friends 
become family, those with a like mind, it's 
mentality, culture, being a Hobo! Our Nation 
continues to travel, and at that time it's what | 
did, crossing the Mustard Fields of Mississippi, 
harvesting Sugar Cane, Sasafrass, and Cotton, 
in Mississippi, Alabama, and Georgia, people of 
the U.S. rely on this product, but don't want to 
harvest, and process it. 
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They'd rather enjoy the finished product and 
leave the hard work to Hobo's. But that's not a 
problem to us, life lived in the open gives an 
appreciation for the freedoms we inherit, no 
time schedules, no expectation of being on time 
to work a deadend job, freedom to pick up and 
go where we want, live life on our own terms. 
Leaving Mississippi and the sugar cane fields 
behind I rode from Artesia into Alabama, once 
again I ran into Salt Of The Earth people who 
invited me to their home, leaving the jungle 
behind, | told them I appreciated the offer, but 
the jungle is my home! Alabama is truly amazing 
and mountainous, although not the mountains 
that permeate the Western United States, nor 
the Mountains of the Eastern United States, The 
Appalachians, but definitely not Foothills. 
Volcanic activity created this region, massive 
Lead, Iron, and Coal deposits abound, and are 
harvested by families, and mining corporations, 
also people here are inventive, making their 
own Ligour, Beer, Wine, and export their style of 
cooking all over the world. Musicians come from 
here, many music companies started, and still 
remain here, recording studios from the early 
1900's are located here. Muscle Shoals Studios 
in Florence Alabama is still here, originally 
owned by Jerry Wexler, one of 2 producers that 
started the career of Ray Charles at the Atlantic 
Recording Studio in New York, along with his 
business partner Ahmet Artegun. Shipping is 
done here on the Gulf Coast, and the Navy has a 
base on the Gulf Coast across the bay from 
Mobile, all thought of, and built by people who 
started out with nothing but an idea, and 
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worked hard like others who were the Salt Of 
The Earth to see their dreams realized! 


Many Hobo's that | knew were military men, 
many were Army, Navy, Marines, a few were Air 
Force or Coast Guard, and because of these men 
the Cultural Identity of Hobo's took on an order 
to operate by, there is a King Of The Hobo's, 
Queen Of The Hobo's, Crown Prince, Crown 


Princess, Grand Duke, Grand Dutchess, Great 
Grand Duke, Great Grand Dutchess, Grand Head 
Pipe, and Knight Of The Road. Why use a 
Monarchy to represent ourselves?, the Hobo's 
who organized this Hierarchy wanted to 
implicate that we are a separate Nation 
operating within the United States, and using a 
Monarchy to represent us they could gain a 
political relationship for trade, and financial aid 
that would otherwise be refused if we 
represented ourselves as individual Hobo's and 
Prior Military. The problems of this aspect is still 
relevant today, as it was then, but at that time a 
representation needed to be created, and create 
the organization the Hobo's did. During the late 
1800's a large group of Hobo's found themselves 
stranded along side the banks of the Ohio river, 
they all found they had something in common, 
many of them had been kicked off freight trains 
and out of train yards during many times of the 
year due to socioeconomic reasons, these 
Enterprising Hobo's realized there needed to be 
an organization to aid the Migratory Working 
Hobo. An idea sprang up during this impromptu 
gathering to create a Union to represent these 
wandering Hobo's, the group drew up articles of 
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confederation, and rented an office in the 
Queensgate neighborhood of Cincinnati next to 
the yards of Norfolk & Western, and Baltimore & 
Ohio. Seeing that the number of Hobo's present 
to Confer and Confederate numbered at 63 the 
Hobo's decided to call this Union - Tourist Union 
#63, the new directors organized the monarchy 
that exists today which is repeatedly celebrated 
in Britt lowa. 


Originally the Union wanted a more political 
stance to change vagrancy laws that permeated 
each municipality across the nation, they 
enlisted the aid of public personas such as Actor 
Robert Mitchum, newspapers like the New York 
Times, the Chicago Tribune, the St. Louis 
Dispatch, their exploits and problems were 
featured in shows like Public Defender, and 
movies like Wild Boys Of The Road, and Danger 
Lights. The members of Tourist Union #63 held 
an annual convention in every town that its 
members originated from to give a more concise 
image than what was normally publicized, their 
continuous act of holding a Hobo Convention in 
a different town or city eventually brought them 
to Chicago. During the early 1900's this city was 
the Hobo Capitol of America, with Hobo run Flop 
Houses, and a place to find available work this 
was a Hobo's Paradise, except for Winter, it was 
then these Rail Bound Tourists headed for 
sunnier, warmer climates. In the year 1899 
three members of a small town in Northwestern 
lowa, Britt, heard of the Tourist Union, and its 
Convention, with tourism on the wane in 
Northwest lowa the 3 founding Fathers of Britt 
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lowa sent word to Onion Cotton, the Grand 
Headpipe of Tourist Union #63. They proposed 
to him that their little town could give the Union 
a better place to expound their Political 
Representation, and be annually Celebrated, 
rather than be Reviled, Onion Cotton went to 
Bensenville Yard and caught the Milwaukee 
Road into Britt, these 3 Britt Representatives 
Wined, Dined, and Finagled Onion Cotton who 
agreed that Tourist Union #63 would move its 
Headquarters Permanently to Britt. And with a 
Hobo Monarchy having its headquarters in town, 
the ONLY ELECTED King and Queen in the United 
States Britt secured what it wanted for the 
Hobo's and Its town, National and World Wide 
Pubicity! A fact that continues into today, with 
the Hobo Convention being broadcast locally, on 
A.M. & F.M. Radio Stations, on NPR, BBC Radio 
4, CNN, Fox News, or YouTube, repositories for 
Hobo Information can be found on Internet 
Archive, The Library Of Congress, The University 
Of Virginia, The University Of Missouri, The 
University Of lowa, The Chicago History Museum 
in the Cultural History Department. Cleveland 
State University, as well as private collections 
that abound the United States, 


Billy Gibbons of the band Z.Z. Top has one of 
the Largest Private Collections in the United 
States! At one time Hobo Queen - Gypsy Moon 
held that distinction, when she decided to go on 
a Humanitarian Mission of her own design she 
sold her entire collection to Milwaukee Mike who 
kept the Collection in his attic of his home in 
Elmhurst Illinois. When his house burned to the 
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ground "The Collection Was Lost To The 4 
Winds!" With the Collection owned by Billy 
Gibbons being inaccessible the only one ever 
attainable was owned by "Locomotive Larry" 
O'Briant, an Anesthesiologist who worked in a 
local Hospital in Amory Mississippi. But that 
Hobo Collection is now in Limbo, and is, too, 
unattainable, with Larry's wife Miss Charlotte, 
also another Queen Of The Hobo's, having to 
deal with Larry having Caught The Westbound, 
and all the problems this situation entails, it is 
understandable why Public, Private, and 
National Organizations are scrambling to find 
Hobo's to interview to hold onto the information 
for Posterity, much the way that Alan Lomax did 
in the 1940's, collecting Photographs, and 
recording Songs, Stories, Histories, Sermons, 
and other Artifacts for The Library Of Congress, 
a Time Capsule for future generations to Learn, 
and measure their progress by! 


Now don't let me Burst Your Balloon by 
stating that | don't believe in someone being 
elected King or Queen of the Hobo's, you may 
have already decided to take your next vacation 
in Britt, if that is your desire be all means GO. 
But my Idea is that if anyone has decided to 
take on the maturity of living his/her life in this 
fashion, living their life in the open, traveling 
the country when they get Itchy Feet, being 
their own Police, not having a time schedule or 
time clock to punch, or a job to adhere to, and 
helping people using their intelligence when the 
ones they help have no intelligence, then they 


are Kings and Queens of the Hobo's in their own 
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right. Without all the Gobbledygook that goes 
along with it. (DAMN, didn't know Gobbledygook 
was a REAL WORD!, found out when my spell 
check didn't try to correct me.) 


As I progressed into Georgia | ran into more 
people who knew my mother and biological 
father telling me they worked on diesel trucks 
with him, or went to hospitals where mom was a 
nurse, and I realized how well traveled my Hobo 
Parents were. As | walked the train tracks l 
began to feel a kinship with the railroads and 
their employees, my father might have driven 
these spikes, or hammered these date nails. 
Then there were the monikers! 
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Chapter 17 


Monikers are what Hobo's use to tell people who 
they are, it goes back to W.W.-2, when soldiers 
and sailors would work on equipment they'd 
leave a drawing of a baldheaded guy looking 
over a fence with a quote underneath that said 
"Kilroy Was Here," kind of a trademark but for 
Military Men who would otherwise never be 
known. Hobo's Monikers also went back to a 2nd 
direction of leaving their own created 
Hieroglyphics they'd leave on posts and fences 
to mark the homes and businesses that would 
give a decent reception to Hobo's, and the 
places to avoid. The Monikers were a trademark 
for the individual Hobo to use, just like the Nike 
Trademark, or that of Mrs. Butterworth, the 
many Monikers that abound the United States 
are a Physical Drawing Representation of an 
Individual, his other Personality, Abilities To 
Offer, and Desires of enjoying the Freedoms 
Promised by a Government that makes empty 
promises. With 1 Moniker a Hobo can relate 
information about Work, Resources, Medical Aid, 
Finances, etc, but as | related earlier in this 
book it all began with doing Name Replacement, 
Hieroglyphics, and Designs to pass Sensitive 
Information from one Intelligence Agency to a 
Military Power to gain an Advantage and end A 
War! So much from so _ (little that is 
misunderstood by the General Populace, just as 
we Hobo's are misunderstood by the Nation of 
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the United States that we Are A Nation Within A 
Nation! 


Our migratory Nation still runs the entire 
country exercising the Freedoms that were 
promised Us in the Bill Of Rights, not being 
Locked In Place as "Big Brother" wants us to do. 
So getting back on the rails with my 
Autobiography, | got back on the rails to explore 
the state of Georgia, enjoy the warmth of not 
being in snowy winter country, and examine a 
different way to make a living, and learn about 
this Hobo Life I inherited from my Nation and my 
Mother. Being a citizen of another country was 
something that I experienced because in reality 
I was a citizen of Another Country within 
Another Country, it's a Bizzare Idea, Shouldn't | 
have dual citizenship, | call myself American but 
I also call myself Hobo, and there is an American 
Nation, and a Hobo Nation. Being born into Both 
shouldn't | have Dual-Citizenship? Geeeeeeze, 
this'll have you going insane thinking about the 
possibility of such a situation, and the reality, 
better to leave this to the Professional 
Politicians. | came across "Big Tex," another 
Hobo who I got to know who carried a rounded 
tie plate and railroad spike, he had hammered 
the tie plate into a mortar, and using the 
rounded end of the spike he created a Solid 
Steel Mortar And Pestal to use to grind any dry 
items of food, seasoning or beverage into a fine 
grind (or powder) to use as a part of his meals, 
similar to any Fine Dinning in cities like Chicago, 
or New York, Paris, Marseilles, or London, or Los 
Angeles, or Montreal, not every chef came from 
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Culinary Institutions, another fact of life that Big 
Brother doesn't want you to know. 


Tex could tenderize any meat and take it from 
a tough state and make it tender enough to cut 
it with a single fork, creating a savory meal that 
would normally be thought of as being served in 
any fine dining establishment. His experience in 
Chef Mastery, learned from life on the rails, he 
could turn any stock he created from his meals 
into a gravy, or a sauce into a masterpiece that 
would boggle the imagination to where people 
would ask "How Did You Do That?" Bizzare! 
Crazy Walter was another Hobo Family Member 
who was a master at his craft, Walter was the 
kind who would tinker with mechanical items, 
and discern how they work, he would memorize 
what each part was, how it looked, where it was 
positioned, how it affected the other parts in the 
machine, what the final out put of the machine 
he was working on was supposed to be. All from 
memory, this is what | Harp at people about all 
the time, THINK, USE YOUR BRAIN, USE YOUR 
MEMORY, INCREASE YOUR INTELLIGENCE! 


Why is it that no one uses their Gifts Of 
inventiveness, Gifts the the one I perceive as 
God gave them to better themselves and those 
they live around? And then there's the Aesthetic 
Pleasure seeing scenery, woodlands, fields, 
mountains, wide rivers, distant horizons, 
sunsets, sunrises, heavy and dark storms, 
lightening, hearing thunder, every vision that 
would be the subject of John Ford Movies, or the 
Vision of episodes from the Paramount T.V. 
Show YELLOWSTONE! The scenery and scenic 
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backdrops that inspire people to dream, write, 
imagine, create stories, imagine subjects they 
can put into words so that people will turn off 
the T.V, turn off the Internet, sit down and open 
a book, read the words on each page, and 
escape into another World, taking them away 
from the problems of their lives, and put them 
at peace! 


I gripe to people I work with daily that the 
young and old don't think anymore, and 
evidence points to how true this is, people are 
instructed how to perform a certain act, 
operation, or activity, but they only act like 
they're listening. They wait until the Boss has 
left the business and do as they damn well 
please! A young chef once told me "I sure know 
how_to masquerade my actions to please the 
boss," then later he related "I believe in the 
job," well if you really believed in the job you 
wouldn't play mind games with your employer! 
But that's the mentality of people today, the 
same mentality that existed during my younger 
years, and during the Depression Years, act like 
you're working but do nothing and get paid for 
it. Then hire a Hobo, pay that person very little 
to do your job, send the person down the road, 
and you take the credit, just like the C.I.A has 
done since its creation in W.W.2 as the O.S.S, 
Psychological Masquerading, an activity 
invented by Hobo's. Those people that our 
Government tries to brainwash you to believe 
are as "Dumb As A Bag Of Hammers!" (Dammit, 
Preaching Again!) 
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Out of Georgia, Adventure Travel through 
"The Great Southern Forest" in South And North 
Carolina, Virginia, West Virginia, Tennessee, 
And Kentucky, no one comes to visit the Eastern 
Mountains anymore, with disappearances 
attributed to Hillbillies, Moonshiners, and 
Drugrunners hiding out in the Appalachians 
kidnapping hikers. The propaganda of movies 
made in Hollywood, like "Gator", or 
"Deliverance," (remember "Squeal Like A Pig?") 
imaginations created to indoctrinate, are people 
really that weak minded? Well if they are I guess 
it's up to Hobo's, the ultimate Adventurers to 
find the perfect adventure, glorious, scenic, and 
safe to asauage the indoctrination that has 
replaced going on a personal adventure without 
the intimidation of a Government that has the 
idea that they know better as to what is a REAL 
ADVENTURE! 


Well on that note I felt it was time to leave 
the Appalachians and head back to the West, 
more to see, more to experience, more to learn, 
and with that thought I must say this: 


Everyone is in School RIGHT NOW! You only 
Thought you left School when you graduated, 
but every one of us are in School, and we don't 
graduate until we Catch The Westbound, what 
School is this you ask?, it's called The College Of 
HARD KNOCKS! Now don't ask me where can | 
get a Professor Job, | am a Professor, I and other 
people with the same Background and Lifestyle 
that | have. Otherwise you're the students, and 
will stay as the students until you get to be my 
age, only then do you get to become Professors, 
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it's an Inheritance, Pure and Simple! But at age 
13, | was not a Professor, unless you count my 
professing that I had more to learn and travel to 
see! (A Bizzare Use Of 2 Incarnations Of The 
Word Profess Don't You Think?) Therefore it was 
up to me to decide how I would travel back West 
to re-cross the Appalachians and the Great 
Plains, the Louisville & Nashville Railroad might 
be easier to catch out of Atlanta, go north to 
Chattanooga, then West to Nashville. But | still 
had to go through major metropolitan areas of 
which I still reviled. This meant walking through 
"The Hood" and all innercity portions of Atlanta, 
but even at age 13, after having grown up with 
Hobo's | felt no fear. 


As I walked I was joined by a young (As I Was) 
man who wanted to catch out too. We had to 
walk around the roadbed of the Southern 
Railway, because walking across it, if caught, 
meant 5 years in Prison, and a $10,000.00 fine. I 
enjoyed my freedom very much and didn't want 
to chance it, besides the young man I had with 
me was jumpy, acting like he wanted to (As I've 
Said Earlier In This Book) use the train as a 
replacement for Golds Gym, NO FREAKING WAY! 
And so I distracted him by pointing out things 
that he should have known since he grew up in 
the location, seeing we were crossing a freight 
line he should know the dangers of crossing 
strings of cars on a freight train. 


"First if you're crossing between cars you 
have to be attentive to all sounds, especially if 
they're coming from the train, and hold onto all 
grab-irons for stability, plus watch where you 
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place your feet, this is all important subjects to 
remember. If a train is hissing, it means it has 
air pressure running through the lines, and this 
means the train is LIVE, with that knowledge 
you need to listen for slamming sounds, 


1. A hissing train can be parked with no crew, 


2. Have a crew that is waiting for another 
train to pass by, 


3. Or be waiting for orders to move. 


If the 2nd item is the case you need to cross 
quickly, a passing train runs at 30 mph and will 
suck you off your perch pulling you underneath 
it where you will be run over quickly looking like 
a Cow after meat processing. This sells T.V. time 
on the news, but leaves your family aghast, and 
you dead, 


If the 3rd is the case it means the train might 
move soon, so listen for banging sounds, if you 
hear them it means the train is starting to leave, 
(You Can Say Duuuuuhhhhh_ Right Now, But 
Listen To The Rest Of This Information, You'llBe 
Glad You Did) a train pulling out needs to use all 
its slack action. As each car moves the resulting 
inertia causes the next car to move, thus in a 
successive manner the whole train moves 
attempting to gather speed, this can easily 
throw you out of balance being thrown off, or 
falling off and under the train to be sliced and 
diced. 


Another thing might happen, as the train 
moves slack might come back in from the rear of 
the train, you need to listen for this, hold on 
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tight and watch where you place your feet, DO 
NOT STEP ON THE KNUCKLES! One of your feet 
may slip between the knuckles and the Draw 
Bar, if this happens your foot will be crushed, 
this means Hospital Time, Disability. And the 
Disability Claim will take up to 3-4 years to pay 
out, do you really want to panhandle while 
waiting that long on a claim? 


These are things you need to think about 
doing this kind of activity, do this enough times 
and it becomes Muscle Memory, Instinct!, this is 
what I do, this is what I have done, and this is 
why Hobo's should be respected instead of 
reviled. We know the safe way to cross trains, | 
also pointed out all the Wild Strawberries, and 
Wild Peas that were ready to be picked, we 
collected several small bags of them as well as 
Fox Grapes, and Mulberries, of which we ate 
while searching and waiting for a train on the 
L&N Railroad to take off. 
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Chapter 18 


So waiting here we found a Sidedoor Pullman 
(this is a Boxcar), aaaaaannnd we got on board, 
at this point he started in with the normal 
questions about train travel, | stopped him 
saying: 


"First of all you already know what I'm going 
to say, you've lived around it all your life. I'm 
just going to remind you, in fact you've had to 
deal with Police All The Time, well there's no 
difference between City Police, and Railroad 
Police with one exception, City Police are paid 
by the City, and Railroad Police are paid by The 
Railroad. Both have the same arresting powers. 
Each can go on the others property and Enforce 
the law, so being obvious is a No-No, this is why 
we are cautious around Freight Yard and try not 
to attract attention. Any unnecessary attention 
brings them thinking we're up to no good, and 
Hobo's are not Vandals we're more attentive 
than anyone else seeing this is our Home and 
Ride, so we watch for broken, or problematic 
equipment, we mark down where this problem is 
and where it's located on the train and call it in. 
This aids in the protection of the ride we're on, 
and the operators, and even the local 
neighborhood, more protective than the Police, 
which means I've been protecting you for Years. 
If you do this enough it becomes INSTINCT, and 
folks you live around will see you do this and 
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see you can protect them in a way that neither 
the local GANG, nor the Police can. 


Second: we realize that this train, or any train 
is an unforgiving piece of steel, we keep this in 
mind to where it becomes Instinct, this aids us 
in selecting the right ride, 


Third: we observe the best way to hide while 
riding so as to not fall off, or interfere with 
normal train operations. This means we are an 
Extra Train Crewman, and it's our responsibility 
help get this Train to the next Depot safely so 
the Railroad can change the crews, thus we gain 
Fresh Brothers who are Our Chauffeurs, we 
observe the trains continuous operations to 
ensure the Countryside is not endangered by 
our passage, and we travel everywhere because: 


It_ Is Written In The _ Bill Of Rights _ In 
Washington D.C, This Part States: We Are 
Promised The Right To Free Movement Without 
Being Required Registration, Licence, 
Regulation, Or Granted Movement By Any 


Authority State, County, City, or Federal," this is 
in The Constitution, so remember when you say 


you've lived here all your life ask yourself WHY? 
Why do you limit yourself to just one Town or 
City to reside, when our FoundingFathers gave 
you The Entire United States - In _ Effect: 
Anywhere You Lay Your Hat Is Your Home! Now 
with that in mind wouldn't all the berries, roots, 
plants, and animals belong to you, but A Shared 
Ownership With All Americans, the young man 
thought on this for a minute and agreed with 
me. Now I ask you: (Reader) Why can't you see 
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this too? Then the train began to move, this was 
the critical moment, as long as we stayed hid 
no-one would see us, especially R.R. Police (also 
called The Bull, probably because they're full of 
BULLSHIT!), as long as we weren't seen our 
Chauffeur, the Railroad, would take us on an 
adventure. We rolled steadily picking up speed 
to 40 mph, heading uphill out of Atlanta 
climbing the Lower Appalachians and began that 
wonderful tour of forests and valleys, listening 
to the rattling of our train car, and the squeal of 
the wheels grinding against the ball of the rails. 
Noise like a screaming Banshee, echoing 
through the mountains to exclaim its presence, 
telling North Georgia "I'm Coming Down The 


Road, Get Out Of The Way, There's No Holding 
Me Back." 


These squeals may be noise to some, but to 
me it's the most beautiful music one could listen 
to, just like listening to Vivaldi, or Amadeus 
Mozart, or Franz Lizst, or Luciano Pavorotti, or 
Ms. Aretha Franklin! Then lo and behold we 
rounded a curve as the evening drew on and for 
an hour this young man and I were to witness 
The Grandest Sunset since the worlds creation, 
and we witnessed the change as the yellows 
turned to gold, then orange, ruby red, light 
purple, royal purple, indigo, and finally the inky 
black of night. Then I heard a sigh from this 
young man, and stars began twinkling in the sky 
as we rolled on towards Chattanooga 
Tennessee, and he began to relate to me his 
appreciation for taking him on this ride, 
speaking American peppered with the Ebonics 
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he usually used. In effect he told me all he ever 
had seen was innercity streets, drug dealers, 
prostitutes, dirty "Hood's" and Police 
Harassment, but this was the first he had ever 
known peace, a peace that only comes as a gift. 
We finally made it to Chattanooga, bailing from 
the train when it stopped on the side of Lookout 
Mountain to throw a switch and enter the yard, 
and walked back to town, as we walked I told 
him of the employment agencies | usually used, 
and showed him several places to stay at. But 
also | stated "there are many Hobo Jungles 
along the river, if you feel that your life here 
causes you too much stress head down there, 
just remember to show these Hobo's the same 
respect that | have shown you, if you do this 
you'll have friends for life, willing to travel 1000 
miles to give you help if you ask. These are the 
same Hobo's that I grew up with that camped in 
property behind where | lived as a child, the 
same that gave me instruction for living like | 
do, and this is the same instruction | give to 
you, the same assets that is my inheritance is 
now yours, value it, remember it, sometime in 
the future you may need this inheritance to aid 
you in life's problems, It Will, and so will the 
Hobo's you come to know!" 


Years later | would come back through 
Chattanooga and this young man was now quite 
older, a preacher of the biggest Baptist Church 
in Chattanooga, married with 5 children, he and 
his family would aid the Hobo's camped on the 
river, never asking them to leave their life 
behind, like so many Revivalist Preachers have 
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done. His church was inclusive to anyone, no 
matter their race, or financial standing, and we 
Hobo's were welcome to an after church 
banquet, he told me that I inspired him to this 
life, being a link for Hobo's to the assets in the 
city, and gone was the Ebonics he used to 
speak, but just as confusing he preached in the 
Hobo Language, which, he said, frustrated the 
many So-Called Civilized of Chattanooga! His 
first name was Jason, and that's all | wanted to 
know, many people I've known didn't want 
someone to know their last name for fear that 
people would scam their relatives, or worse, 
Only One Can Imagine, Jason told me of several 
Vietnam Veterans who came to him because of 
their conversations with Hobo's who camped on 
the river, they first sought out people who lived 
like they did during their time in The 'Nam. 
Feeling that Hobo's would know the in's and 
out's of the local area, and the V.A. wasn't doing 
anything at that time, so a fellow "Bush Brother" 
might have some insight into better aid than 
what they experienced as of late. It was those 
who jungled along the river who sent the Vets to 
his church telling them that he was Solid, and 
they would get better help through someone 
who works with Hobo's, rather than going 
through a Government Agency. Jason gave them 
the support that they were looking for, and they 
responded in kind, these Vets organized a 
Shelter for travelers, paid for by their Disability 
Checks, and Agent Orange Checks, Jason said he 
would finance them in Hard Money Times. And 
they pitched into giving a better image and life 
to the neighborhood they were a part of, then 
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he asked me if there were many Vietnam 
Veterans on the rails? | told him of the Hundreds 
that | had met while traveling through Colorado 
into California, as well as Oregon, and 
Washington State, most of them refused to join 
with Society in the So-called Civilized World, and 
preferred to live with Hobo's, their reason was 
we present no False Front, and treated 
everyone as a Family Member! (which is true 
even today in 2023) 
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Chapter 19 


After leaving this young man I headed back to 
Lookout Mountain, and the L&N yard, but before 
I left | told this young man "You know I'm doing 
you a service now, if you feel like repaying me 
find someone who is in need of the same help 
and give aid to that person. Then tell them to 
Pass The Favor Along, if you do this you'll find, 
as I have already found, that someone will help 
you when you REALLY NEED IT, 


but the payment to you will be increased 100 
times more, you see Life Is A Circle, and What 
Goes Around - Comes Around! Soon I was back 
at the train yard on the side of Lookout 
Mountain, waiting at the switch for a Westbound 
heading for Nashville, | watched as a L&N 
caboose got nearer, soon a switchman climbed 
off to throw the switch so the train could back 
out onto the mainline. It was now time to " Scan 
The Train" for a car to ride "Sight Unseen" into 
Knoxville, and eventually Nashville, Spotting the 
car to ride (no, I'm not telling you what it was, 
I'd rather continue with the narrative) | climbed 
on board and settled in, soon becoming a part of 
the train. And as it began to move west I passed 
by the Switchman who rode the caboose with 
the Conductor, he waved saluting me saying 
"Enjoy your ride 'Bo, we all look forward to 
seeing one of you on board, you are a sign of 
Good Luck to us, giving us a sign of Confidence 
that we will get to our Destination without a 
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problem!" This was instructed to me by many of 
the Older Hobo's when I was still a kid in 
Lampassas and the sentiment was enforced that 
day, as it is revealed daily to Me and other 
Younger Hobo's. 


Crossing the bridge over the Tennessee River 
| enjoyed, once again, being back in "God's 
Country," back in Mountains, and Foothills 
winding through Canyons and Gorges, filled with 
birds of every species known to America, like 
Swallows, or Humming Birds, (probably called 
that because they don't know the words) or the 
ones migrating through to Mexico. Cool Breezes 
washed my face as | traveled further west 
scented with Dogwood, Jasmine, and Wild 
Roses, every scent, every sound, was like a 
Musical Play or Concert of which I was the only 
Patron, Me And The One I Perceive As God! (Do | 
need to explain the God thing again?) Soon the 
sun began to set and I was, once again, treated 
to a Glorious Sight, like a painting, but one not 
even Van Gogh, nor Renoir could imagine, much 
less paint. The night riding was most pleasant 
getting cooler and cooler, to down right cold, 
but | covered up with my bedroll (which at that 
time were 2 piano moving pads) and slept 
soundly into the night arriving in Knoxville at 
11:00 pm. The Worlds Fairgrounds in Knoxville 
was lit up with a Founders Celebration and the 
Knoxville Space Needle was most apparent, and 
looking at it I realized that It DID Look Like A 
Sausage And Biscuit! (there was a joke going 
around that the design was so poorly made that 
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the outcome appeared to look like this Southern 
Food Delicacy) 


We only waited an hour getting a new crew, 
then pulled out for Nashville with the "Knoxville 
Sausage And Biscuit" fading in the distance, and 
I didn't get a chance to eat at the local Krystal, 
which is the Southern Version Of White Castle. 
Off to Nashville still running through Pine 
Forests and following streams, and rolling 
through valleys, a continuous roll at 40 mph, 
steady and smooth, rails singing, wheels 
whining, continuous, all the way into Nashville, 
at which point the train turned south heading to 
South Nashville, and the main Train Yard. | 
bailed 100 yards short of the train yard, on the 
property of The Partheonon, private property, 
so even though the Bulls (Railroad Police) could 
see us, they couldn't touch us. And 4 blocks 
away was the famous Krispy Kreme Doughnut 
Bakery, this was an early morning breakfast 
stop which allowed Hobo's to work for their 
breakfast, this was a Doughnut Bakery Kitchen 
which would make thousands of pastries to be 
delivered to 137 Krispy Kreme Stores in and 
around Nashville, as well as businesses that 
bought the Pastries. Over the years I've gotten 
to know both the Kitchen and the Loading Dock 
at this Bakery quite well, and one summer they 
put me on the Payroll which had me delivering 
to the L&N Yard, and Railroad Police Office, one 
of the few times a Hobo could Legally be on 
Railroad Property. 


I've gotten heavy stares from the Yardmaster, 
Dispatcher, and Railroad Police when I was 
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delivering Doughnuts to them but | took it in 
stride because later they would be looking for 
me when I was waiting to catch out. Meanwhile 
back at the Catchout/Jungle the members of the 
Hobo Nation had a young couple at the fire 
confering as to what help we could give them, or 
what Social Service Agency we could call to aid 
them in their predicament, it seems this couple, 
after a questioning of them (that seemed like 
"Police Grilling," but in a pleasant way - wish the 
Police would adopt the example)! We found out 
they were displaced after a flood washed their 
home away in L.A. (Lower Alabama) and were in 
Nashville to find relief for their family, so this 
was our new task, or quest, and a good reason 
to stay in Nashville a few days longer. We finally 
figured out the Agencies, and Banks they could 
go to for loans, helped them locate a house, buy 
furnishings, and move in, in effect WE SHOWED 
THEM WHAT NEIGHBORS REALLY ARE! And that's 
the way I was raised, to be a neighbor even if 
you don't live anywhere near by, most of 
America wouldn't consider this type of action, 
being worried about liability, and legal process, 
and having the family make false claims that 
would cause Incarceration, But This Is What It 
Means To Be A Neighbor. Actor Paul Walker 
(R.I.P.) was this kind of Neighbor, he watched 
weather reports and went to areas that were 
devastated by Tornadoes, giving a "Helping 
Hand" to people who were devastated by such 
Disasters, and it's called Being A Neighbor, 
which is something we of this 21st Century 
NEED to return to! True, there's no Financial Pay 
Off, but there is a great Satisfaction that no-one 
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can put a price tag on! However there might be 
a return payment to this, true many people may 
take advantage of such a "Good Nature" from a 
Hobo, but those folks are not the norm and 
standard, I've experienced this personally! The 
Pay Off I'm describing is a Hobo coming back 
through an area, and Now in need of help 
themselves, they meet up with the people they 
Originally helped in their time of need, and 
those folks going out of their way give aid to the 
Hobo. Giving back in a return payment for 
helping them out in what seemed like an 
overwhelming situation, but giving back 10, 20, 
50, or 100 times as much as was received. Thus: 
What Goes Around Comes Around Proven!, don't 
say it won't happen, I've seen the positive 
evidence of this many times in my 64 years! 


Nashville is quite the Big Town that most 
people don't realize it is, although looking at 
Nashville one wouldn't think so, the skyline only 
appears after you come off the Eastern 
Mountains, if you're coming from the east. With 
a quick cross of the Cumberland River you're in 
Downtown, but the City Limits start 9 miles 
further to the east, from Downtown the City 
Limits extend 10 miles to the West, 7 miles to 
the North, and 8 miles to the South. Nashville 
started out as a River Town, with Sternwheelers 
plying a trade from where it begins in Kentucky 
at Raceland, with several small streams feeding 
it the Cumberland becomes a deep and wide 
traffic route through Nashville into Alabama, 
past Montgomery, ending in the bay at Mobile. 
Heavy River traffic was the means of the Steel 
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Industry in Nashville, "Moonshine" was another 
product that was made and transported on this 
river, although after dark, and usually by 
moonlight. Railroads were another industry, 
with Coal being transported and locally mined, 
as well as the mining of Limestone, Slate, and 
Sandstone, or Agricultural Products, Automotive 
Manufacturing, and Passenger Railroad Cars are 
built here. All being transported on either the 
Southern, or L&N Railroads, then there's the 
Music Industry, most people think this started in 
L.A. (this time Los Angeles, not Lower Alabama) 
but most Recording Companies have their 
National and International Offices here. 


Gregg and Duane Allman who started the 
Allman Brothers Band were born at the County 


Hospital here in Nashville, the Royalty of 
Country Music reside here, Bluegrass music 
Originated in and around this area, and WSM 
Studios are located here, the radio station that 
started the longest running live show in 
America, "The Grand 'Ol Opry," on the air since 
1928! Many of the Stars of Country Music were 
born in areas where you had to drive long 
distances to work, and so moving here they 
have most of their homes outside of town, in 
areas resembling where they were born and 
don't mind the mileage it takes to get to work. 
Thus the population is still a couple million, but 
is spread out across the County, driving to the 
store or work might take several miles and an 
hour or two but that was nothing then, and that 
habit was instilled in their DNA. So that instinct 
resurfaced when the Musicians moved to 
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Nashville, driving 5-10 miles into town, and the 
traffic jams were nothing to these musicians 
after years of traveling on buses. But in the Old 
Days they would travel for hundreds of miles on 
passenger trains to work in Nashville, along the 
way they'd pass freight trains with Hobo's on 
board, the scenes they'd see from the passenger 
trains inspired hundreds of songs. And the 
Hobo's they passed with stories all their own 
inspired hundreds more, The Singing Brakeman 
jimmy Rodgers was a Hobo before becoming a 
brakeman, his songs spoke of the Hobo that he 
lived with its problems, and pleasures. 


These songs immortalized the Hobo's | grew 
up with in the memories of millions of Americans 
over the 20th & 21st Century, with Jimmie 
Rodgers also came Willie Nelson, Boxcar Willie 
(which is a play on a derogatory term for Hobo's 
in the early 1920's.) But more modern 
mainstream song writers and singers emerged 
to perform songs whose subject material was 
Hobo's, to name a few: Lynyrd Skynyrd, Gregg 
Allman, The Marshall Tucker Band, or Steve 
Earle, | was at a Steve Earle concert in my early 
40's and was able to ask him if he would 
consider writing songs about Hobo's. Steve 
asked me why I brought the subject up, so I told 
him about my life as a Hobo, he then stated he 
would attempt this action but wouldn't promise 
anything, or if the Record Company he recorded 
for would release any song concerning Hobo's. 
In 2017 he came out with a song whose album 
was titled "The Low Highway," it was the 2nd 
best selling album of the year, it is sung in the 
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1st Person style, as if Steve is telling the life of 
a "Rubber Tire Hobo" and I have to admit he got 
everything right, the style of life, and emotions 
felt! 


In my later years | rode with many Rubber 
Tire Hobo's, although we referred to them as 
"Rubber Tramps," the most reviled of Migratory 
People today, their entire existence is to drive a 
wreck of a car and extract Hardship Funds from 
Charitable Organizations. Exhausting the funds 
put in place to aid people in True Dire 
Situations. Reviled because they give a bad 
name to other Migratory Travelers who may 
need temporary funds to aid them in their 
travels to employment 1 or 2 times a year. This 
includes Hitchhikers, and Economically 
Displaced people, or those in Bad Weather 
Conditions, once again - LEECHES!, - and reviled 
by the Hobo Nation! I traveled with people like 
this for short distances to gain a Mileage 
Advantage, but "This Is Not The Life For Me," 
therefore | usually stayed with Freight Trains, 
many times sitting on a section of a train 3-4 
days waiting to be picked up and shipped 
further to my destination! Still this song played 
through my head as | lived my life showing me 
what a new Hobo Theme Song it could become: 


The Low Highway 
Traveling now, on The Low Highway 
2000 miles to the 'Frisco Bay 
Cross the rivers wild, and the lonesome Plains 
Up the coast and down, and back again. 
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Saw empty houses on a dead end street 
People lining up for something to eat 
And the Ghost of America watching me 
Through the broken windows of the factories. 
Picking bones of a better day 
As I roll down on The Low Highway. 
Traveling now on The Low Highway 
By the Yellow Moon, and the light of day 
Cross the snow white crown of the Mountains 
tall 
To the valleys down where the shadows fall 
Met a man with a rifle in his hand 
Been away to battle in a distant land 
Taught him to hate, taught him to kill 
Now he's out on the road with a hole to fill 
Nobody knows the price he paid 
So he takes his toll on The Low Highway. 
Traveling now, on The Low Highway 
Windows down, listening 
Wheels turning round on the asphalt saying 
Every sound is a prophecy 
Heard an Old Man grumble and a Young Girl cry 
Brick Wall crumble and a White Dove fly 
And a cry for Justice, and a call for Peace 
Force of Reason in the roar of the Beast 
And every mile is a prayer | prayed 
As I roll down on The Low Highway. 
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Much as an Anthem for Hobo's today as it 
would be for the Hobo's we received our 
Inheritance from! 
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Chapter 20 


So now I'm leaving Nashville and heading 
further West, and a lot has been revealed by 
this oratory, AND this is a memory from just my 
first year "On The Road," guess Il did live an 
Adventure, look out America, there's a New 
Lewis and Clark in town, and a New Adventure 
to escape from your boring life into, AND YOU 
DON'T HAVE TO LEAVE HOME TO DO IT! What | 
wanted to do was catch out for Bruceton 
Tennessee, a division point on the L&N Railroad 
but | didn't feel comfortable going to South 
Nashville where the main train yard was located 
it was a dilemma, could I catch as the train was 
rolling through town? At this time | had never 
caught On The Fly and wasn't sure that I could, 
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Out Of The Frying Pan And Into The Fire, I just 
had to Wing It and pray | didn't end up as Road 


Kill. And as the train passed me I remembered 
the Sage Advice from the Old Hobo's who were 
around when I was growing up "....... if you need 
to Catch On The Fly, look at the wheels and 
count the lugs on the axle, if you count more 
than 3 lugs - the train is going too fast........ g 
Now here they're referring to the center axle, on 
the axle is the Roller Bearing, and a Locking 
Cap, sealing all this into place are 3 lugs that 
are air ratcheted on, but these are Not like the 
Lugs on your car. 


The Industrial Air Ratchet used has air that is 
measured in Tons instead of Pounds, that's like 
welding your lugs onto your car, not exactly the 
lugs you can break with a simple Tire Tool, you 
couldn't budge those lugs one millimeter. Well 
getting past all this my dilemma was the fear of 
becoming "Road _ Kill" or being turned into 
Chopped Liver from trying to "Catch On The Fly" 
of which I had no experience doing, and doing 
successfully, the first time | hung on the "Grab 
Irons" so tightly that I stayed in place for a long 
time appearing like a Circus Acrobat. I've Caught 
On The Fly more successfully since that time, 
but have no real desire to do so again, the 
action can be truly dangerous, many aspects 
and decisions come into play, the watching for a 
count of Wheel Lugs. The angle of Ballast on the 
Right Of Way, a persons balance while lightly 
running, whether or not you're carrying a heavy 
or lightly filled Backpack. Then the ability to 
grab the Irons and pull yourself up, following 
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the advice of old Hobo's, (at this point I'm going 
to Preach and Admonish on this subject, too 
many people will read these words and go out to 
experience this life and activity, please heed my 
advice and don't just hear me Preaching) If You 
Still Decide To Go Out And Try This Activity, 
Travel With Somebody Experienced And Heed 


Their Advice Otherwise You'll Make A Deadly 
Mistake! 


Ah Yes, now I can hear the moans that tell me 
you're saying to yourself that I'm trying to keep 
you from enjoying this Fun, well it is fun but it's 
still DANGEROUS, if you don't believe me go to a 
website called "Faces Of Death" and see the 
results of mistakes made while trying to 
emulate what experienced Hobo's practice. Take 
this information and revelation to heart, 
remember this information for your own 
edification, and increase your intelligence, in 
effect - THINK, USE YOUR BRAIN. | wouldn't be 
responsible if | didn't give you this warning! So | 
think this might be enough preaching for this far 
in this book, just remember that if I feel a more 
thorough Preaching, or Expounding is needed, 
I'll give my own version of a Revival. 


So I waited until the car was approaching and 
my confidence was bolstered, (call it Mental 
Psyching) the train was running relatively slow, 
the Right of Way was smooth and flat, my 
backpack only weighed 40 pounds, and I had the 
energy to sprint 15 miles an hour. | began 
running with the car, then | heard it, the 
banging of cars as the train tried to pick up 
speed, now | REALLY HAD A DECISION TO MAKE, 
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let go and wait for another train, or get on 
board?, my decision was jump towards the train 
and pull myself up. As I was pulling myself to 
the train I got one foot on the bottom rung of 
the side ladder, the rest of my body caused my 
other foot to lurch toward the wheel of the car, 
and | almost became Chopped Liver. Folks I'll 
Use An Obscentity, | SHIT A BRICK!, almost to 
the point or having it run down the pants leg of 
my Jeans, since that time | have always been 
successful and safe at Catching On The Fly, but | 
don't suggest it for anybody, IT'S STILL 
DANGEROUS, Unless you have no choice get on 
the train while it's standing still. After my heart 
dropped out or my throat | settled is for a 
smooth ride past The Cannery, a former Dog 
Food Cannery that has been turned into a 
Nightclub, where I used to do janitorial work at, 
heading for Bruceton, A Crew Change and a 
Division Point, | could camp out and fish while 
waiting for another train that was going to stop 
heading into Memphis. 


Rolling through Tennessee is always a step 
back into time, almost every town and farm 
looks like it's still the 1950's, old cars, old 
tractors, rusty items in every yard looking like it 
came out of a Remenisce Magazine. Backyards, 
they tell you what a person, or family REALLY 
VALUES, this is nothing that can be seen from 
the highway, when you're traveling down a 
highway there's 50 feet of grass between you 
and the scenery, as well as a window, when you 
travel on a freight train the scenery is in your 
face, highways go miles around towns, freight 
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trains go right down the middle of cities and 
towns, they go right through peoples backyards! 
And every backyard holds a project, old dreams 
of the people who live there of using whatever 
they are working on to go back in time and 
dream their dreams and relive their own 
adventures, back when they were young enough 
to go on an adventure, thus something that a 
price tag cannot be put on, to pass onto their 
children and grandchildren, INHERITANCE! 


One of the reasons |I wanted to stop in 
Bruceton for was to see and work seasonally for 
National Rose, a farm that every conceivable 
Rose was ever bred for sale, Ruby Red, Yellow, 
Pink, Peach, Royal, Rambling, Rose of Sharon, 
you get the idea. (Hopefully) Another reason is 
for Rose Oil, there is a division of the Catholic 
Church in Ft. Worth that uses Rose oil as a 
masking scent to deodorize their church since 
K.K.K. Haters attacked their church with 
homemade Stink Bombs made of Red Fox Urine, 
and Skunk Scent Glands. Several Hobo's have 
tried to De-Scent the church seeing this church 
aids Hobo's with food, clothes, and work 
whenever asked, they found that there's no way 
to deodorize the church, so they used Rose Oil 
to mask the smell. Whenever a Hobo can get a 
hold of Rose Oil we take it to this Catholic 
Church in Ft. Worth, this is a Non-Catholic's way 
of giving thanks to the Preist, and Church for 
being so kind to those of us that are thought 
(but never proven, and never will be proven) to 
be No Good, Bums, Thieves, Drunks, Worthless. 
At least that's what so many Government 
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Agencies, State and Federal, as well as Police 
agencies try to Indoctrinate the Populace to 
believe we are!, and none of them want to find 
out the truth either, believing what ever 
indoctrination, innuendo, and brain washing 
THEY ARE FED! A vicious cycle that begins at the 
top and extends to the bottom, with no-one 
questioning where this information originates, 
or who pulls the strings, Who The Puppet Master 
Is! (So To Speak) 


In Bruceton there is a Lake, and in that Lake 
is a Catfish, the largest Catfish in the world, 
some historians state that it is over 150 years 
old, old enough to be a young fish during the 
Hatfield and McCoy feud, this Catfish is quoted 
to be 12 feet long, and could swallow a man 
whole. People have tried to catch this catfish 
without success, only to disappear during their 
fishing trip, is this true, or just a tale meant to 
garner Tourism to an area where none exists? In 
the first year on the road, and every year since I 
have visited this lake to look for this fish and 
have only viewed its wake, A Fabled Bruceton 
Monster Of The Lake, similar to The Loch Ness 
Monster, or that of Lake Champlain, in New York 
State - "Champ!" Should I tell you this is a tall 
tale?, or should | let you look for yourself and 
draw your own conclusions?, there are many 
creatures of this world, old as it is, that are just 
now being discovered! And although most 
Americans are of the idea that adventure is no 
longer found on a Road Trip, like your parents 
went on with their parents, what I have viewed 
and discovered is that there is a large host of 
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Natural Abnormalities in the Lower 48 that have 
yet to be found and viewed by the public. So 
here's to all you Modern P.T. Barnums, look for 
these creatures, catalog them, and display 
physical reflections of them to give the public a 
better edification, inform them where the F.B.I. 
& C.I.A. are instructed to stay silent about the 
subject, and help me get Americans to turn off 
their Cell Phones. They are our Government's 
Pacifier, keeping us in the dark! 


Bruceton is a division point, and an area 
where the Railroad will stop its trains in the 
same place, and for the same length of time as 
it did when it was still the L&N! But now it's the 
C.S.X, and rolls after dark, going through the 
dark pine woodlands and western Tennessee 
coal fields, where Civil War Battles were fought 
and the young perished. An area where the 
American Culture began and continued to Evolve 
with it's Young Warriors, as well as the 
displaced who wandered the country, it was, 
and is not a decided way of life but an 
inheritance of Culture, just as much a part of a 
persons D.N.A. as their blood types, or 
Chromosomes, and there are STILL MANY that 
are the citizens of this Roaming Nation called 
Hobo's. 


Well I don't want to preach right now, let me 
go further on with this Dialog, upon Leaving 
Bruceton the train Chauffeured me East through 
Old Growth Woodlands, and former Strip Mines, 
once thought an "Eye Sore," now considered an 
Asset, former Strip Mines have become Lakes 
teeming with Fish, containing Fresh Water, and 
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returning the once scarred land back to a 
Natural Point Of Interest. The one | perceive as 
God using Evolution to Recycle, and Revitalize 
an area once thought An Ecological Disaster into 
An Ecological Asset, and there is a Spiritual Feel 
to this area, as if The Soul Of The Earth giving 
Thanks for a 2nd Chance to live and thrive! And 
now the air becomes thicker as we get closer to 
the Mississippi River, and the city of Memphis, 
there still are many Radio Stations here, as well 
as Recording Studios, Sun Records is still here 
and promotes unknown musicians to become 
Nationally Recognized Musical Stars, the same 
way they did for B.B. King! (Originally his 1st 
name was Reilly the B.B. stood for Blues Boy) 
John Lee Hooker got his start at a Radio 
Station/Recording Studio here in Memphis, then 


moved to Detroit Michigan to open a nightclub, 
and become a partner with Berry Gordy to 
manage Hitsville U.S.A, then came back to 
Memphis to play on A Gentrified Beal Street as a 


Re-Founder of the Cultural Blues Neighborhood, 
play on the street, and play a part in the 


Original Blues Brothers Movie with Dan Akroyd 
and John Belushi. And he attained all this 
noteriety from getting his start at A Memphis 
Radio Station/Recording Studio!, the Mississippi 
River Landmark in Memphis, Mud Island, used to 
be the Hobo City, where the Hobo Nation would 
experience having its own country, (mainly 
because no-one wanted to visit it.) To do so a 
person first had to paddle a rowboat across the 
Mississippi River to the Island, and then, while 
there, have to endure the Largest Mosquito 
Horde in the World, I've always wondered why 
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our Government didn't use this Mosquito Horde 
to battle Our Many Enemies. Infest what ever 
country, or Despot with the Horde, and let them 
go to work, they'd bite and suck so much blood 
of the Despot and the opposing force so badly 
they'd surrender before A war even started, it 
would save the lives of our military and that of 
our Allies. And we wouldn't have to endure wars 
like Lebanon, Afghanistan, Iran, or Iraq, Saddam 
Hussein and Osama Bin Laden would hear we're 
sending the Mosquito Horde and say "We give 
up, send us to Guantanamo Bay!" 


Well the Island, THEN, was orderly, well 
maintained, and Organized Like Military 
Complex, with a Laundry, Mess Hall, Kitchen, 
Barracks, Transportation, Lighting System, 


Clothing Supply, Police Department, also called 
a Goon Squad, and A Bank also called a Frisco 


Circle. And there's a story behind that, in the 
early 1800's a group of Hobo's were encamped 
on the Arkansas River in Tulsa Oklahoma, they 
realized they needed a system to ensure a 
supply of Food, or Money to buy supplies, so 
they elected one of the Goon Squad as a Guard 
to secure a large pot into which food and money 
is was deposited. This Jungle Bank was used to 
maintain the constantly simmering Hobo Stew. 
This "Bank" was started in a Jungle on the 
property of the St. Louis & San Francisco 
Railroad, also nicknamed "The Frisco," the new 
Hobo Bank was referred to as The Frisco Circle 
and the idea caught on in other parts of the 
Country. The Frisco Circle was a Group 
Gathering Idea that spawned the present day 
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Food Banks that populate the many major cities 
in the U.S. So when you pass a Food Bank look 
to the train tracks and thank the Hobo's for 
inventing the idea! 
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Chapter 21 


This is quite informative isn't it?, it seems that 
My Family has hidden itself away from the 
public eyes because the So-Called Civilized 
Society does not believe in an Alternate Point Of 
View, and at the time | was 13 it didn't matter. 
What mattered was that we lived life to the 
fullest despite the Lies, and Innuendo that was 
professed concerning our numbers and our 
culture, once a person or group have decided to 
defy the General Norm and Standard there's no 
stopping them. A good Case In Point comes from 
the present day, in Ukraine the President and 
Population have defied Russian President Putin 
who has the idiotic Point Of View that Ukraine 
needs to rejoin the rest of Russia. In reality 
Russia is economically depressed because the 
Minerals in the Ukrainian Mountains, and the 
Ukrainian Agriculture was responsible for 
Russia's, and specifically The Kremlin's lavish 
Lifestyle, but when Ukraine became a separate 
country that lavish lifestyle became just a 
memory. Many Russians, specifically the 
Hirearchy of the S.V.R. who are Putin's servants 
don't want to live like general citizens who 
endure food and gas rationing, and want to 
return to the days of their personal "Shangri 
La"! This is the reason Putin ordered the 
Russian Military to invade Ukraine. And attempt 


to Bomb Them Back To The Stone Age, it's also 
why the President of Ukraine is defying Putin 
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and attempting to join his country with N.A.T.O, 
to have the International Support to remain an 
Independent Country. This is a Prime Example of 


Hobo Mentality on an International Scale, should 
I mention this parallel?, the implications are 


that other Overbearing Countries should try the 
Ideologies of Ukranians, or that of Hobo's, it 
might make life in the respective Countries 
easier to endure, as opposed to living under the 
rule of the present Governments! 


I didn't want to become Political in this book, 
and | have no love of Politics but Manifest 
Destiny and the Right to a Free Choice is the 
Basis to begin a new country, however that 
Ideology becomes Perverted when a person is 
elected to a political office and there are no 
Checks and Balances to ensure that Politician is 
a servant to the people who elected him/her. If 
this happens the person elected to that office 
needs to be removed and another politician 
should take their place, one who REALLY IS A 
SERVANT, Not A Dictator! Just a thought people, 
remember YOUR VOTE COUNTS, and if someone 
is elected to office only to gather as much 
money during their time in office, And You 
DIDN'T VOTE, You Only Have Yourself To Blame! 
How did | get on this subject?, Passion? 
Perspective?, I'm not going through all the "P's" 
right now, if | do I'll be getting off topic, so let 
me look several chapters back and see where | 
got Off The Rails. 


My visit to Mud Island kept repeating every 
year that | came through Memphis, whether 
coming in on Rock Island, Cotton Belt, Missouri 
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Pacific, The Frisco, Louisville & Nashville, or 
Illinois Central Gulf. It was the only place to live 
for a Hobo, with a City Government that 
persecutes the lower class, Other Citizens with 
the Superiority Attitude, and "White Power" 
ideology still exist, and Hobo's will ONLY gather 
together with each other, or the lower class of 
Memphis. That overbearing attitude that tells 
the upper class they have the right to treat the 
lower class with derision still separates the 
Memphis Citizens today, so finding a location 
where the Upperclass will leave the Lowerclass 
alone is a Rare Gem. Mud Island has one benefit 
that is greatly appreciated by Hobo's, the Island 
is made of Gumbo Mud, a natural Insect 
Repellant, it must be smeared on every portion 
of exposed skin, and people wearing it look like 
Swamp Monsters but Mosquitoes can't bite 
through the mud and give up in frustration. The 
Choctaw Tribe who originally inhabited this area 
used this mud to alleviate the Direct Sunlight 
and the Mosquitoes, it made them appear to be 
Monsters but they wore the mud to ensure 
alleviation from biting insects, as well as getting 
other people (White Men) to leave them alone! 
So the Hobo's took that activity and action to 
heart by smearing the Gumbo Mud on 
themselves to alleviate them from both the Heat 
and the Mosquitoes, between Gumbo Mud, A 
Family Style Camaraderie, Trust Between Fellow 
Men And Women, Good Food, using what The 
One | Perceive As God Has Created For Our Use 
Freely Growing In The Forests And Fields. Good 
Fellowship, No Crime, Pleasant Breezes, And The 
Means To Travel Cross Country At A Moments 
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Whim, why would anyone want to leave this 
Shangri La to endure the Hostility and insecure 
life In Your So-Called Civilized Society? You've 
heard the Innuendo that Hobo's are smelly, 
dirty, people living on the fringes of society, 
some of this Innuendo is true - But Not All Of It, 
a lot of this Innuendo comes from Lessons 
Learned through past activities of the Original 
Americans - Tribal Americans! Hobo's 
remembered the activities and actions of the 
Tribal Americans by Observation, an Action that 
Your So-called Civilized Society has forgotten, 
where you BUY Mosquito Repellant we use what 
has been supplied by God, (I don't want to get 
into the God thing again, too many arguments!) 
the smearing of mud and using of natural plants 
for the same purpose is possibly why people 
referred to Hobo's as being smelly, and dirty, 
but it comes from remembering the lessons 
learned from observation of a peoples activities 
for History. We're not the uneducated people 
that the U.S. Government and Police (City, 
State, Feds, etc.) consider as being, Dumb As A 
Bag Of Hammers, A Pile Of Rocks, Etc, so now 
it's late at night, I'm laying on the Ground on 
Mud Island, watching the celestial 
entertainment, stars winking, meteorites 
streaking across the inky black of a night sky, 
seeing a Full Moon while listening to dogs 
howling. Natural entertainment, no need to pay 
for a ticket, drive through a traffic jam, curse at 
slow or idiot drivers, or gripe about having to 
park 10 blocks away and having to walk that far 
to go to the Theatre. Just lay back and enjoy 


144 


what God has supplied for our entertainment 
and edification, AND IT'S ALL FREE! 


And so am |, free to roam and travel 
anywhere I choose to go, By Foot, or Car, or by 
Aircraft, or by Freight Train, the one I perceive 
as God will watch over, and travel with me as 
was promised in the Christian Bible, Isaiah 41:10 
Scene Fear_not for | am with thee, be not 
dismayed for | am thy God, | will strengthen 
thee, | will help thee, | will uphold thee with the 


right hand of my riteousness....... " Now don't 
make the mistake that I am looking to Preach or 


Organize A Revival, | was not put in this world to 
manipulate you to follow in an activity that 
reflects my desires, thus | AM NOT TRYING TO 
SHOVE MY BELIEFS DOWN YOUR _ THROAT!, 
PERSONAL DESIRES OR RELIGION. Just like the 
one I perceive as God I present my way of life, it 
is up to you to decide whether to choose if it's 
what you want for yourself, or if you decide to 
choose a different way to live, | will accept it 
without complaint. And if it's better to do so, we 
can live side by side Peacefully, then with this 
example we will show that we Hobo's DO have a 
better plan to live by, FREE CHOICE, it's 
promised in the Christian Bible and our Bill Of 
Rights! No, this is not a Religious Diatribe, this 
is me relating Facts that | have, and it is my own 
personal truth, you may not have that opinion 
and you have a right to have that. All I'm doing 
is presenting my opinion to you, you have a Free 
Chioce, if you choose not to believe me and it 
works out that it's the wrong choice you need to 
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be able to live with it!, I'm Not Going To Force 
My Choice On You! 


Well my choice, at that time, was to continue 
across Arkansas on the Missouri Pacific, more 
education was there that | needed to Learn and 
Experience, what did Arkansas have to offer?, 
that was lacking in my Resources, and having 
that knowledge would aid me in future activities 
and actions. | went to the "Wye" at the Rock 
Island turn where there's a large Oak Tree, a 
"Live Oak" with branches that sweep in every 
direction, the limbs of these Live Oak's are just 
as thick as the trunks, and it's a Federal Crime 
to cut down the Oak's. These Oak's have been 
used as a "Catch Out Jungle" since the early 
1800's, Hobo's have been using them to gather 
for meetings, wait for a train, or live for short 
periods since Time Immemorial, there's a large 
steel ring here that has been used as a "Frisco 
Circle" since 1890, there's always stacked wood 
here, pots and pans hanging here, mirrors 
hanging from the tree here, canned food 
wrapped in a plastic sheeting and locked in an 
old battery box here. The Inheritance of the 
Original 1st Hobo's is still Alive and practiced 
every day Here and Everywhere! And each train 
crossing the Mississippi River stops here, we 
were waiting for the Missouri Pacific (although 
later it would become the Union Pacific) here 
and sure enough it stopped with a long line of 
empty Auto Carriers heading back to the Ford 
Plant in Arlington Texas. My air conditioned 
Motor Home was going to Chauffeur me West, so 
climbing on board an empty car | spread out my 
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bedroll, laid back and waited for a long 
comfortable ride west. 


Aaaaahh, The West, and here we go, back to 
people dreaming.about being a Cowboy, at least 
that's what guys my age were supposed to 
dream about, the stereotype of a kid in Blue 
Jeans, Western Shirt, Straw Cowboy Hat, 
Leatherette Gloves with a Fringe on the side, 
Riding a Broomstick Horse, and shooting a Cap 
Gun. Doesn't that sound familiar?, and yet the 
Actual Cowboy Era only lasted for 3 1/2 years, 
the only remaining Cowboys left are working 
West Texas Ranches, or in Montana, Wyoming, 
or Tribal American Lands, sight unseen. And 
don't ask me about the rodeos, that's just 
showing off, Real Cowboying is between the 
Cowboy, the Horse, and that's it, by the same 
token real Hoboing is never in the public eye, 
you'll see movies and T.V. Shows that feature 
the subject of a Hobo with exaggerated clothes, 
too much Greasepaint, and Sifted Dirt, torn 
black coats that still have the Haggar label on 
them clearly seen. An overly darkened 5 'O clock 
shadow beard, dirty hands that still show off 
finely manicured fingernails, and the bedrolls 
made of holey mission blankets, naaaaah, they 


just can't get it right. 


With time I began the art of "Reading Trains," 
which few have gotten the Knowledge or 
Experience in doing, and if you haven't traveled 
much this activity is hard to enact, or 
contemplate, Reading A Train involves looking 
for cars that have Logos of Businesses, Shipping 
Points, or Railroads that always go to different 
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industries and points of the U.S. Golden West 
Boxcars, if found empty in the East, Will 
ALWAYS BE SHIPPED BACK WEST, multiple Auto 
Racks will go back and forth to Automobile 
Companies in cities like Chicago, Cleveland 
Atlanta, Kansas City, Denver, or Los Angeles. 
Hopper Cars (also called Grain Cars) are always 
sent back to agricultural areas like Illinois, 
Indiana, lowa, Minnesota, Nebraska, Kansas, or 
North & South Dakota, Gondolas are sent to 
industrial cities like Pittsburgh, Cleveland, 
Chicago, Atlanta, Houston, Los Angeles, or 
Portland. Regular Boxcars are sent to Lumber 
producing areas like Colorado, Idaho, Oregon, or 
Washington State, Center Spine Cars carying 
Finished Lumber, go to states like California, & 
Montana, Coal Cars go to Wyoming, and North 
Dakota where the Powder River Basin Coal Mine 
is, and also go to Utah in the town of Helper to 
be delivered to the Utah Railway. When a train 
is made up the locomotives look different, if 
there are several locomotives struggling 
together it can be a heavy long distance train, if 
there's 4 or less locomotives the train becomes 
a regional delivery, if there are 2 locomotives 
and they have flashing lights it is a local 
delivery, or they are switch engines. A train with 
a flag on the end coupler is a local train, if it has 
a flashing light at the end (an E.O.T.D./F.R.E.D, 
referring to an End Of Train Device, or a Forward 
Radioing End Device, also called FRED, or the 
Fu@$#%&ing Rear End Detector) it is a multi 


city train, often a Regional Delivery. 
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Many people don't know how to read trains 
and end up in locations that they never would 
go to, I've heard stories from some folks | know 
that told me they caught out for Denver on the 
B.N. out of Kansas City, but ended up being 
delivered to Dallas Texas, others told me they 
were going to Chicago, and ended up in St. 
Louis. One guy told me he caught a U.P. train 
from Elmhurst Yard trying to get to El Paso but 
the train was delivered to New Orleans! Reading 
trains is a practiced art, similar to an 
investigation, or a hobby, Hobo's often group 
together with Rail Fans to gain information, and 
to give freight car records, sometimes it's 
boring but this is another way to blend in with 
the locals. And it also is a way to make contacts 
for train information that would otherwise be 
hard to come by, besides a Hobo's knowledge of 
railroads can be of interest to these Rail Fans 
(often called Railroad Foamers) rabidly 
protective of the Railroad they are a fan of, 
calling in on train riders even though They Are 
Not A Railroad Official. So Hobo's continue with 
this Masquerade and often the Railfan is none 
the wiser. Many Railroads can be identified by 
heralds, others by locomotive designs, still 
others can be identified by the chime of the 
horns, even when they are at a distance away, 
and there's a longing from each sound that fills 
our hearts when we hear a train horn echoing 
from a distance! 


As the Missouri Pacific train rolled across the 
Mississippi River | looked down as a Push Boat 
chugged by heading down to Baton Rouge 
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Louisiana and saw the men working on the 
barges, they looked like ants, and then |! 
realized what it feels to be a bird, an Eagle, 
soaring across the sky toward the heavens, 
winging my way across the country. I dreamed a 
Spiritual dream as we rolled through the Boston 
Mountains toward Little Rock and the Arkansas 
River, a large jungle sat at the North Little Rock 
side next to the Rock Island yard, bringing with 
me 4 pounds of Pulled Pork |I bought in 
Memphis. A tradition that all Hobo's practice 
when coming to town, and as | approached the 
jungle I hollered out a greeting, and asked 
permission to come inside immediately I was 
answered with an all clear as long as I had 
something to add to the Frisco Circle. 


150 


151 


Chapter 22 


The day was warm and a light breeze blowing, 
with 23 other people in the jungle milling about, 
I asked what was going on and was told the 
local police were rounding every street person 
up, trying to figure out who robbed a local liquor 
store, if | didn't want them to harass me I should 
get back on a train and leave in a hurry. At this 
point it's not time to question what is going on, 
just follow the advice and get going, down in 
Arkansas the police are quite successful in 
apprehending criminals, however there are a 
few Cops who go overboard. With any crime and 
investigation they feel it's a reason to harass 
anyone they don't like, and quite often it's 
Hobo's they harass, therefore any advice to 
"Move On Down The Line" is quickly heeded, and 
this is what I did at that moment. Back at the 
yard of Missouri Pacific | endured the heat of 
Summer in Arkansas, Years later | would never 
gripe about heat and humidity in this state, 
preferring to come down here for the winter, 
like my Mama I! hate the Snow, Ice, and 
Blizzards, Yes, I'm not a Masoquest I could never 
live outside with any cold weather at my present 
age! This time | felt like heading up to Van Burn 
mainly because there's an All ALCO Railroad 
here called the Arkansas & Missouri Railroad, 
(the name ALCO stands for American Locomotive 
COmpany) the cars and locomotives were used 
and featured in the movie Biloxi Blues. This 
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Originally was the Arkansas branch of the 
"Frisco" that veered off from the mainline at 
Monette Missouri, and ran down through 
Springdale, Fayetteville, Van Buren, into Ft. 
Smith Arkansas running the same little 
Passenger Train that started out first in 
Springfield Missouri. That same train that 
appeared in the movie Biloxi Blues, later the 
railroad changed hands and became the 
Burlington Northern, when B.N. decided to 
expunge its excess side routes the railroad was 
bought by 6 multi-millionaires who 
reinvigorated the route. 


They created the name and design of the 
Herald for the railroad, The Arkansas & Missouri 
Railroad, and started running cast off B.N. 
power, the most influential multi-millionaire, 
Richard Anshultz, was approached by a Hobo in 
Fayetteville at a Cafe and engaged in a 
conversation. Richard told the Hobo he wanted 
this railroad to be unique, the Hobo asked why 
he didn't use ALCO power, Richard stated he 
didn't know where to purchase any ALCO's, the 
Hobo told him of all the ALCO'S In Canada at the 
Montreal Locomotive Works, Canadian National 
Railroad had closed their Montreal Locomotive 
Works. Hundreds of Canadian built ALCO's lay 
idle, unused, and available for sale, if some 
company didn't purchase them the locomotives 
would be scrapped, Richard approached the 
authorities in Montreal and began purchasing 
and realized he had a resource in who would 
know the most about ALCO'S. So he hired the 
Hobo to be his Purchasing Agent and 
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Locomotive Specialist. When Richard wanted to 
start up the Passenger Train as an Excursion he 
realized who would best know about the 
rebuilding of the passenger cars, the same 
Hobo's who rode the Rods, Blinds, and Roofs of 
the same Passenger Trains so many years ago, 
he called his Hobo Employee Partner and asked 
him to put out the word that the Arkansas & 
Missouri needed Hobo's to rebuild the 
Passenger Train to run as an Excursion Train. 
They came by the hundreds, camping in the 
woods and forest North of Springdale, working 
day labor to feed themselves while becoming 
Arkansas & Missouri Employees and rebuilt that 
Passenger Train, the same Train that appeared 
in the movie Biloxi Blues. The same Passenger 
Train that is the Excursion Train that runs the 
Route North through the White River into 
Branson Missouri today. And our Government 
tries to get you to believe that Hobo's don't do 
anything worthwhile, God are you all 
misinformed! It is well known among Hobo's 
that several of our number have been hired by 
Railroads because of our intimate knowledge of 
Railroad Operations, or Freight Cars and 
Locomotives, we spend more time around them 
than the actual Railroad Employees! 


Walter Bushing (Bush Man) is a Cheif Freight 
Car Inspector for Kansas City Southern working 
in the Car Shops at Pittsburgh Kansas. But he 
started his life as a Hobo, riding between 
Shreveport Louisiana and Heavener Oklahoma, 
his job was to fight Wild Fires in both the State 
and National Forests, quite a demanding job, 
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one day, during a break from the hot, sweaty 
job Walter spied a freight car that could haul 
pulpwood and got the idea to cut the fire breaks 
and ship the excess wood to DeQueen Oklahoma 
to mill Flooring for other boxcars. In time he 
began designing different lumber cars, as well 
as cars that carry only Molding which is used to 
line the bottom of walls at the Floorline when 
renovating a house. His designs were so 
successful that they were mass produced. Every 
lumber company shipped with them across the 
United States, as well as Canada, and Mexico all 
the way into South America. Rolling on Railroads 
like Union Pacific, B.N.S.F, C.S.X, Norfolk 
Southern, Florida East Coast, Canadian Pacific 
Canadian National, Ferro Carril De Mexico 
Nacional, (Freight Carrier Mexico National), Sud 
AI Pacifico De Mexico, (Southern Pacific Of 
Mexico), and Ferro Carril De Centro De Canal 


Panama (The Panama Canal Railway) to name a 
few! 


A Lady Hobo named Cheryl Krakow (4th 
Generation Polish who went by the Road Name - 
"Kraky") started her life as an Electrician, 
learning this profession from her father she 
traveled across Wyoming wiring Tribal 
Americans homes sometimes for pay, but mostly 
for barter. She also became a Hobo mainly (as 
she said) to get around State to State at no 
cost, then one day she decided to travel out to 
Minniehopeless Minnesota (give me a Break, | 
enjoy joking about this town, and sometimes IT 
DOES SEEM HOPELESS!) to find work on 
Industrial Electrical Projects. Seeing an 
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Advertisement to work for the Minneapolis 
Transit System she applied and began work on 
the New (at that time) Minneapolis Light Rail 
System, now after 9 years of employment, using 
the knowledge gained from Hoboing to work, 
she is the Director Of Electrical Maintenance 
And Improvement on the Minneapolis Light Rail, 
she even sits on the Board of Directors in the 
Local Electricians Union. Didn't | say Hobo's 
were industrious?, you should listen and 
believe!, so out of Arkansas I rode the A&M up 
to Missouri to do Agricultural Crop Labor. 
limmediately | ran into a few of the Hobo's | 
knew from Lampassas, and the jungle behind 
the Gandy Dancer Camp Car that | grew up in, 
which both my Mother and I called home! 


Speedy said he knew Onion John well enough 
to trust him when he said there's good paying 
work in Chillicothe Missouri, so we headed out 
of Van Buren for Monett on the Frisco, night 
time riding, and made it to "The Little Mo" (a 
branch of The Missouri River) by 1:30 am and 
caught a local on the B.N. that we knew would 
turn North at the Priest City turn, at that point 
we stopped to pick up a string going up to 
Carthage Mo. In Carthage we got off the train 
and headed for the White River where we would 
Jungle Out until an East Bound Milwaukee Road 
would stop to do work with both the Missouri & 
North Arkansas, and the Burlington Northern 
before heading East to Chillicothe. In the Jungle 
is a place along the river where Cattails grow, 
this was the time of the year when they would 
pollenate. Cattail pollen is very fine, as fine as 
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sifted flour, very high in protein, vitamin A, 
vitamin B, and vitamin E, and has a dark brown 
color, Speedy told me he wouldn't use it 
because it made his Pancakes look like Cow 
Patties, but I never listened, | knew how 
flavorful they were, and how beneficial the 
ingredients were to a Hobo's Health! By early 
that next day the Hummingbirds were thick in 
the summer Dogwood trees, flying from flower 
to flower, and looking like Giant Mosquitoes, 
and a train on The Milwaukee Road was spotted 
as it sounded its horns, the ride we were waiting 
for, heading for Chillicothe, the first word in the 
name Chillicothe implies that the town can be 
Chilly, but not in the summer. At this time of the 
year Chillicothe is extremely hot and humid, no 
breezes, A steady Sun shinning high and bearing 
down on anybody, especially the folks like me 
and other Agricultural Laborers in the fields. 
This sucks all the nutrients and energy from 
your body, and you walk home looking like The 
Living Dead, every night we elected one of us 
Hobo's to go into town to buy supplies, this time 
we elected "The Potato Pirate," after 5 hours of 
him being gone we became worried about him, 
and went looking for him, thinking he Came To 
Grief from one of the "Townies" we found him in 
a local Bar drinking up all of our hard earned, 
and sweated for Profits. 


Now this made all of us quite mad, mad 
enough to Chew Nails And Spit Bullets (only 
joking, but you understand the mood) so the 5 
of us went back to our jungle, with 1 of us quite 
inebriated as well as unwilling, and had a Hobo 
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Court. (of course your So-called Civilized Society 
calls it a Kangaroo Court, wonder how they 
came up with that name?) We secured the 
offending Hobo to a tree centrally located at our 
Jungle and the 4 of us began a discussion about 
how to punish the offender, the other 3 Hobo's 
began a discussion on a round of "This" and 
"That" trying to decide the best impression to 
make that would convince the offender not to 
repeat his mistake anywhere else. After about 5- 
10 minutes of this back and forth discussion | 
reached my limit, no longer desiring to hear 
TALK I obtained a Boxcar Brake Hose and began 
beating the offender, | put every emotion and 
every feeling of rage into this beating. Every 
time I remembered other Hobo's being robbed 
of what little they worked for from Sun Up to 
Sun Down, every time a Leech hid among us to 
Defer Police attention in another direction, 
every Hobo that has ever been lied to by the So- 
called Civilized Society or another Hobo. | 
started muttering and cursing under my breath, 
I started spitting and growling, I guess |! 
sounded like An Enraged Bigfoot, and this drew 
the wide eyed attention of the other 3 Hobo's, 
when I felt that the beating was enough | 
dropped my arms, now feeling like Lead. The 
other 3 Hobo's, the actual Hierarchy of the 
Jungle, untied the offender and told him "Stay 
Off The Road And Stay Off The Trains, We Are 
Well Traveled, If We See You On The Road 
Anywhere We'll Take You Somewhere That No- 
one Will Find You." Then they gave him a single 
match, to Oldtime Hobo's this means "Go Start 
Your Own Jungle," after this act, and the action 
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of the offender walking off to follow the 
decision, the Older Hobo's told me "We should 
have had a camera, you were firey red, you had 
smoke coming out of your ears, and you were 
making wild animal sounds, from now on 
whoever sees you will call you The Texas 
Madman." 


Many people have told me they don't like my 
Road Name and that | ought to change it, but 
that's not as easy as it sounds, for Hobo's - we 
follow traditions, that's an antiquated way of 
living isn't it?, but other people, and cultures do 
this too, it's a part of their inheritance the same 
way it's a part of the Hobo Inheritance. This 
tradition states that if 3 or more Hobo's give you 
a Road Name it's supposed to be the Road Name 
you have for the rest of your life, if you don't 
like your Road Name you must search for the 
Hobo's that granted you your Road Name. And 
ask that it be changed, they will then confer on 
what New Road Name to give you, or vote on the 
new Road Name you might have picked out, if 
they vote and state that they like your choice, 
and give permission for you to rename yourself 
Then, And Only Then Will Your Road Name Be 
Changed. Kind of Political isn't it?, but many 
countries have based their Politics on 
Traditions, thus their History and Political 
System are combined, Traditions are important, 
I believe in traditions and try to live by them 
every day of my life, thus keeping the Hobo 
History Alive, and ensuring it will we passed on, 
and written down, cataloged for history to 
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record it so other people can use it to measure 
their progress by! 


While writing this paragraph I'm sitting in my 
apartment, in air conditioning, watching Bones 
on T.V. and remembering how hot it was in 
Missouri that year, weather plays an important 
part of Life On The Road, not everybody has the 
benefit of a Smart Phone, or going to the Library 
to use the Internet, watching the skies does as 
good a job in predicting the weather as listening 
to your local Weather Man. Winds from the East 
with darkened Clouds means Tornadoes are 
near, warm winds from the South means 
Hurricane or Tropical Storm Effects and Strong 
Winds. Winds from the West brings rain, Winds 
from the North calls for Colder Weather, 
possibly Snow, a Hobo can tell the weather 
without modern electronics simply from 
Watching The Skies and Looking For Signs, this 
used to be a normal activity for Your So-called 
Civilized Society! Somewhere you lost that 
ability and depend on the T.V, Newspaper, 
Radio, or Internet, we Hobo's practice 
something more accurate, and it upholds a 
tradition, a practiced Art Form, it's an 
Inheritance, and no price tag can be attached to 
it!!! Watching for things is an act of 
observation, the same as what is done by 
soldiers on reconnaissance missions for 
intelligence from the battlefield, and what truly 
is a battlefield?, is it a place for militaries to 
wreak havoc upon each other and prove their 
superiority over the others Military, Politics, 
Government, and Culture? Or is that battlefield 
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a place closer to home where a group of people 
fight for recognition of their individuality as a 
people and a nation totally separate from the 
host nation they live in? many American Tribal 
Citizens fight for their recognition every day! A 
Tribe called the Yuapi who live on an Island in 
the Rio Grande River between Texas and Mexico 
and have been fighting for their Individuality as 
a group of Tribal Americans for the past 93 
years, the U.S. Government has not granted 
them Tribal Status, But They Persevere To Be 
Recognized. Hobo's have been doing this for 
over 200 years, | have been a witness to this 
fight we endure for the past 64 years, we don't 
ask for Tax Free Status, nor Military Aid, nor 
Financial Reparations, just RECOGNITION, much 
the same as the Yuapi, and yet we are refused, 
it doesn't mean the Battle is over. Like the Yuapi 
we Endeavor To Persevere, just the same as our 
persevering in Farm Fields Daily, or Industries, 
or Social Services that we supply to Non-Hobo 
Citizens! The U.S. tries to be exclusive, and I've 
experienced that exclusiveness many times as | 
traveled and lived On The Road. 


After leaving Chillicothe | traveled up to St. 
Louis and after bailing from the train south of 
the Anhauser Busch brewery I rode a city bus up 
to a shopping mall next to the Amtrak Station. 
There's a Steak House that I used to work at 
grilling Steak and Ribs, and I never felt Out Of 
Place, until this year, the customers never come 
in the kitchen where food preparation is 
accomplished, but after my shift was finished | 
kept hearing the comments "I can't believe they 
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employ those nasty people who ride trains 
here," and they were very audible even after | 
walked in front of them, that is until | put on my 
Military Veterans Cap! Then they were very 
complementary thanking me for my service, 
praising the military companies that went to 
battle for their freedoms, | could have unloaded 
a string of ephetets, and cursed them for being 
Two Faced Hypocrites but that would give them 
the impression that they were right about 
Hobo's, so | let it go. 
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Chapter 23 


I never could relate to the General Public, one of 
the many reasons | always returned to The 
Jungle is having a closer relation to The Citizens 
Of The Hobo Nation, (not the Political Hobo 
Council In Britt) | always stayed with my own 
people who are also my family, and yet we were 
always inclusive and peaceful to any Non-Hobo 
who would venture down to Our Nation. We 
welcomed Everyone much like the U.S. Used to 
do at Ellis Island in New York State, Our Jungle 
Home Was, And Is Our Ellis Island, but Nobody Is 
Refused from coming to us like the U.S. has 
been doing as of late with Immigration Reforms 
that were put in place in the past 20-30 years. 
Like the U.S. we will naturalized you, giving you 
both a Historical Education along with a Living 
Education, We will test you constantly, and give 
you your Certificate Of Citizenship when we give 
you your Road Name! We Will Do All This 
Because We Are A Nation Within A Nation and 
no one can truly refute this statement Because 
We Of The Hobo Nation Can Prove This By 
Example! 


At age 17 | felt like joining the Military 
Service, specifically the Army, and I saw that the 
Hobo Life | grew up in served me and my fellow 
servicemen well in all our ordered operations, 
much of my past life of Hoboing dealt with living 
in the woods and fields, catching and cooking 
Wildlife, and using roots, and berries as a food 
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source. My Drill Sergeant, Robert Dinkins, told 
me that what I was doing could conceal me in a 
Future Combat Situation, and that | should 
share and instruct the Trainees in this activity, 
he also stated that he had never seen anybody 
practice this lifestyle since he had visited his 
Granparents! My response to him was much the 
same as | have covered in the 1st 2 chapters of 
this book, but I hope I intimated to him that this 
is not just a Lifestyle, but an Inheritance, this is 
still the subject I try to tell you now, the Hobo 
Life is an intergenerational Inheritance. Passed 
down from Parent to Child, and so forth, while in 
training | was called upon by Sergeant Dinkins 
to Instruct the trainees in  Camafloge, 
Observation, Intelligence Gathering, and 
Marksmanship. From age 8 I was around older 
Hobo's who had fought in W.W.-2, Korea, and 
Vietnam, each Hobo was well versed in Long 
Range Reconisance Tactics, and all of that was a 
part of my inheritance, they used these 
techniques while Hoboing and I followed suit. So 
when my Drill Sergeant asked me to aid him in 
Field Instruction | jumped at the chance, many 
of the Trainees were from inner-city areas 
around Washington D.C, Raleigh N.C, Atlanta, 
Chicago, New Orleans, and other Major 
Metropolitan Areas, and they resisted the 
instructions I dictated to them as well as the 
examples, but with the Drill Sergent's constant 
Orders | was able to succeed. After graduation 
my Drill Sergeant asked me what branch |! 
wanted to join in the Army so I told him 101st 
AIRBORNE, his response was typical, "Why 
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would anybody want to jump out of a perfectly 
good Airplane?" 


Still that's what | was aiming for, so | was 
sent to Ft. Bragg where | under went Jump 
School, the 1st time I didn't Jump, | was pushed 
out of the plane by my (Instructor and 
immediately fell in love with it, true I was falling 
at 180 mph but the feeling was like being an 
Eagle. I enjoyed the sensation of Weightlessness 
as the ground was looming closer, and | pulled 
my parachute release 50 feet from "The Deck," 
(this is a point to watch for, a bit imaginary, as 
if you're using the deck of a ship for a Safety 
Measurement) this brought a very loud cursing 
and scolding from my instructor, but I was 
hooked, when I'm in the air it's me and the one I 
perceive as God, I'm free to soar and enjoy the 
ultimate Freedom Of Flying. After Graduation 
from Jump School I was sent to Ft. Campbell, 
and attached to the Famous "Night Stalkers" (A 
branch of Special Forces "A" & "B" teams) and 
from this point I can tell you no more, after 10 
years of service | was flown to Andrews Air 
Force Base, taken to both the lower level 6 of 


the _ "G" ring in the Pentagon as well as the 


National Security Agency Office in Gaithersburg 
Maryland, | swore the same oath that the 


President swears, and signed a Non-Disclosure 
Agreement. The penalty for violating such an 
agreement is that | will be put back in uniform, 
taken to Washington D.C, tried at a Judge 
Advocate General Court, Convicted, and sent to 
the Disciplinary Barracks at Ft. Leavenworth 
Kansas, this Military Prison is known as "The 
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Castle" and has dreary gray stone walls. | enjoy 
my freedom too much to Violate the N.D.A! 


In the past many years | have visited other 
fellow soldiers incarcerated within The Castle 
and I'm here to tell you that the punishment is 
as Horrible as can be imagined, Military 
Punishment is as far removed from Civil 
Punishment, from what I saw when visiting the 
Disciplinary Barracks I can say for sure that I 
Never Want To Spend An Hour Behind Those 
Walls, Let Alone LIFE! There's a morning ritual: 
Revelee at 3:00 am, up out of your bunk with it 
made up to Military Standards, out of your cell, 
stand at attention, no talking, the Hall Corporal 
and Block Captain will inspect you, your cell, 
and bunk. If all is correct you wait until the 
order is given and march to Chow, if it is not, 
you get no Chow, and are made to scrub your 
cell with a toothbrush, 2 M.P's will stand over 
you with leather straps to remind you who's in 
charge! You get no visitation except from your 
J.A.G. Lawyer, there's no internet, no library, no 
weight room, only an exercise yard with the 
same Gray Stone Walls, and M.P's stationed 2 
feet apart, with M-16's trained on you, THEY 
WILL SHOOT! Don't say this is illegal, this is 
Military Prison, Federal Prison is a Country Club, 
State Prison is a High School, and County Jail is 
like Kindergarten, or Romper Room!, Now Do 
You Understand Why | Will Never Violate My 
Non-Disclosure Agreement? 


After my military service | attempted to 
become "A Citizen" much to my detriment, too 
many years spent In The Open spoiled me from 
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trying to be a Citizen, since my exit from The 
Army in 1987, and my eventual return to My 
Family (The Hobo's) I've never regretted a 
second and have witnessed many men that | 
served with become Hobo's as well. Enduring 
our Naturization Process none of them 
complained one iota, and finally receiving their 
Road Name was a Badge Of Pride, it was less 
financial and more spiritual being worthy to 
become a part of our Nation. And so after 
finishing the Military Service | traveled the 
Lower 48 for several years everywhere, and 
although I never had an address | always had a 
home, often when asked I echoed the lines of a 
Dr. John Song "Anywhere I Lay My Hat Is Home" 
which is hard for most people to understand. 
Quite often the So-called Civilized Society 
parrots "Homeless" when referring to anyone 
who aimlessly wanders the streets and states, 
but this catchphrase is used too often to mean 
even Hobo's because that Society doesn't 
recognize The Hobo Nation. | usually tell them 
"I'm a citizen of the United States Of America, so 
anywhere I lay down at night is my home, if I 
had _ no citizenship, nor country, to live in, only 


then would | be truly Homeless!" and do I get 
the stares from many after making that 


comment! Several times I have heard people say 
"Well you've been screwed," mostly by folks that 
have always lived in one town or city, but the 
misconception here is that Your Government 
intends you to stay in one place all of your life, 
stagnating as you never leave to know the 
scenes and pleasures beyond the horizon. 
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To me this is another waste of life being, 
basically, brainwashed into living in the same 
place, working the same job, walking the same 
streets, never knowing the excitement of living 
with your face in the wind, and the only 
excitement you'll know is from Movies, T.V. 
Shows, or the 6 o'clock news, or living through 
your friends Vacation Trips. Being forced into 
stagnation by following the Old Tired Norm and 
Standard instead of Being Allowed Life Liberty 
And The Pursuit Of Happiness As Promised In 


The Bill Of Rights, Too Many People would 
rather be brainwashed than take a chance that 


their dreams might be realized if they pack up 
and join the Hobo Nation. 


The F.T.R.A. was associated with the Hobo's 
for several years because of misidentification 
through a Faulty Reference Person, a former 
Police Detective based in Spokane Washington 
whose name is Robert Grandenetti, this 
Detective (and |I use that word loosely) was 
investigating several "Trackside Murders" and 
was unable to resolve the matter. His 
investigateive style was to canvas the trackside 
area and talk to whomever he met that made a 
habit of hanging around, Railroad Employees, 
Citizens living near the railroad, etc, his 
canvasing brought him in contact with Hobo's 
jungled at Catch Out Locations. Robert also 
observed Hobo Monikers drawn on pillars under 
the many bridges that crossed the B.N. and U.P. 
tracks several of these Monikers had the initials 
F.T.R.A. included in locations beneath the 
monikers, he had never seen this etching before 
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but tried to decipher the initials with no past 
Frame of Reference. 


The F.T.R.A. started out in the late 1990's 
after a group of Hobo's, known as The Original 
13, gathered together in Havre Montana in a 
Jungle along the Milk River, these 13 Hobo's 
were from varied backgrounds, and were 
Military Veterans. Whose service ranged from 
mid W.W.-2, through the last days of Vietnam, | 
only knew a few of these gentlemen and women, 
Dante Fucwha, Frog, Dan'l Boone, Shot Down 
Wills, Dogman Tony, Debbie Boone, K.Y, 
Horizontal John, and Joshua Long Gone, the 
other 4 I've never met! Knowing the horrible 
treatment that Veterans, who were and are 
Hobo's, were receiving by the Reagan 
Administration these Hobo's decided to organize 
in protest to that Administration, and they 
voted on the initials to refer to themselves - 
F.T.R.A. - the initials stood for Fuck The Reagan 
Administration. Within several days of 
discussion the original 13 realized that someone 
would see these initials and use them for a 
purpose other than what was intended, realizing 
they had no control over their stated idea The 
Originall3 Disbanded The F.T.R.A. 21 Days After 
Its Creation. But the damage was already done, 
Havre is a heavily traveled town, some Young 
Hobo's heard of the group F.T.R.A. that was 
being organized and decided to use these 
initials for their own purpose, spreading the 
initials all over the Northwestern United States. 
Now calling themselves Freight Train Riders of 
America this perversion of the original idea 
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spread all over, A_Tempetest Out Of Control. 
Robert Grandenetti saw these initials and 


figured they would suffice as a Scapegoat, 
putting the blame for the trackside murders on 
the F.T.R.A., not realizing the Bad Press this 
would give to the Original 13, and to All Hobo's 


and Military Veterans riding Freight Trains. 


This Disservice has since become A_Handy 
Explanation, as opposed to actually 
investigating, and that's not what the City Taxes 
are paid for, nor State Taxes, nor even Federal 
Taxes! If that's the way of Policing then let's all 
go back to the way it was done in the late 
1700's to 1800's, we'll strap on Six Shooters and 
enforce our own laws, Vigilanteism, Mob Rule, 
the one perfect way to see The Fall Of The 
American Institution. Kind of Over-The-Top isn't 
it, but if we as Citizens allow even One Officer 
To Create Situations, then Don't Investigate, 
Find Scapegoats, and tell themselves "We Did 
Our Job," We're Just A Mob Too, and that's what 
Hobo's have been fighting against since our 
Nation was created following the American Civil 
War. It's About Time You Of The So-Called 
Civilized Society Pulled Your Head Out Of The 
Sand, And Your Ass, Quit Believing Lies And 
Innuendo About Hobos, People Of A Lower 


Financial Stature, And The Underprivileged, and 
helped fight these people who say they enforce 


the law, but in actuality have no idea on how to 
enforce the voted upon laws, And Are Truly 
Lawless! 


All right now, let me put the Revival Preacher 
away and get back to the Hobo Dialogue, | first 
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started going to Britt lowa in 1987, I heard 
about The Hobo's who practiced the Old Ways 
and gathered together around A Real Jungle Fire 
practicing the Inheritance Of Traditions that | 
grew up with, so | went to see if any of the 
Oldtimers that | used to travel with were still 
alive and communing there. The only 2 that | 
knew who were in attendance were Sidedoor 
Pullman Kid, and Frisco Jack, Sparky Smith was 
a little late in arriving, after having trouble with 
The Bull in Des Moines, Steamtrain Maury 
Graham was there, as well as Mt. Dew, these 
two |I was introduced to by Frisco Jack, and 
Rapid Bob. With 5 people who would ride 
through Lampassas on the MKT, and switch to 
the G.C.&S.F. to come jungle behind my Mom's 
and My Gandy Dancer Camp Car Home | started 


feeling at Home again, Real Representatives Of 
Tourist Union #63 were present, and the Old 


Traditions were being honored and practiced. 
But The Hand Writing Was On The Wall. People 
came in feeling they could improve on the 
traditions practiced and bring Hobo's into the 
21st Century, modernize, and improve on an 
already perfectly working situation, but with all 
their good intentions, all they did was turn The 
Hobo Convention into A_ Political Assembly. 
Destroying what they wished to Protect, The 
Best Laid Plans Of Mice And Men, these folks 
should read John Steinbeck's Novel and realize 
the hidden message behind the story! 


Hobo's are the ultimate Rebels, they rebel 
against everything from The Great Norm And 
Standard that states they are good for nothing, 
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from Prejudice, from People Lying about them, 
and their habits, they persevere to show that 
these lies are misplaced, and they are 
misjudged. In reality they are just like the 
Confederate Captain Newton Knight, he too was 
lied about, shown prejudice against because he 
hated the improper nature of White Power that 
was active in the Confederacy during The 
American Civil War. After a battle in which his 
son was mortally wounded he carried that son 
back to the rear for medical aid only to be 
shown indifference and watch his 15 year old 
son die. Newton deserted the Confederacy and 
carried his sons body home to be buried, during 
his time at home he found he was classified as a 
Deserter and used this to his advantage fighting 
against Confederate Raiders decimating farms, 
and enslaving Americans Of African Descent (I 


use this terminology to describe people who 
Were Americans and descended from Africans, 


the term African Americans means the Men and 
Women _ came _from__ Africa _and became 
Naturalized Americans which is not the case 
now-a-days). Newton never played favoritism 
with anybody, he treated everyone he met in 
the same manner, and with the same high 
regard, every man and woman was his Brother 
and Sister, and until his death he never changed 
this Ideology! He led many raids on Confederate 
Supply Lines, and received medical aid from a 
Lady who was an American Of African Descent 
Doctor, Newton fell in love with this Lady, had 
many children with her, The First Interracial 


Marriage In The Country, and through her and 
the former slaves created The Free Men Of Jones 
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County. Newton and the Free Men fought the 
Confederacy through many wars, and Succeeded 
where Government Officials felt they would fail, 
until they sought a Peace Treaty and created a 
Dynasty that lives even today, fighting for the 
Rights of the Oppressed in Mississippi, and 
Jones County. 


This kind of rebellion is just the same as what 
Hobo's have dealt with every day of their lives, 
from the end of the Civil War up to the present 
day, No Man should be subjected to the style of 
prejudice that Newton and the Free Men 
received, and by the same token No Hobo 
should be subjected to the same prejudice in the 
present day and age! But Rebels (Hobo's have 
been rebels since their first inception) and have 
continued throughout History, and being a rebel 
is not a disgusting trait to have in this day and 
age, one year | was traveling to Klamath Falls 
Oregon, riding on the B.N. (back then we 
referred to it as Bigger Nigger, although some 
called it Bugger Nose) I ran into a Hobo Who 
called himself Screwy Louie, kind of psycho but 
harmlessly so, at that time I was carrying a 
Kerosene Lantern, | still prefer this to using 
batteries, my train was in Wishram Washington 
headed for Bend-over, (Bend Oregon) and 
Screwy Louie came walking the yard and poked 
his head into the boxcar I was on. Hobo 
Etiquette - he asked if he could ride with me, 
odinarily | don't ride with someone | don't know 
but this might be the only train for the next 2 to 
3 days heading down, so I told him "CLIMB ON" 
and as soon as he did B.N. pulled the train out. 
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He told me his name and I told him mine and he 
was stringing some beads together, Louie said 
he had been "Up" on "Speed" for several days 
and was trying to purge himself making 
Jewellery, we rode together that evening and 
into the night, Louie saw the lantern I was 
carrying and asked if he could use it as I slept. 
When the morning came I awoke to rolling into 
Klamath Falls the lantern was out, Louie said he 
didn't know how to turn it off so he turned the 
flame down until it extinguished. 


I showed him how to open the globe and give 
it a quick blow to extinguish the flame, then we 
rode into the B.N. yard, I went to a local store to 
buy "Traveling Supplies" and when I got back to 
B.N. yard Screwy Louie had "Mel" in the "Catch 
Out" and was talking with him, Mel said he and 
Louie wanted to return North and visit his sister. 
Mel wanted to open one of the boxcars which we 
did opening both doors into which Mel, Louie, 
and I got on board, then Mel started asking 
about the F.T.R.A, he wanted to know who and 
what they are, I told him they're W.W. 2, Korean 
War, and Vietnam War Veterans, and all Hobo's, 
they disbanded the F.T.R.A. 21 days after it was 
created and the ones calling themselves F.T.R.A. 
are a different group. Calling themselves Freight 
Train Riders Of America, but they are no more 
like the original 13 than "Roger The Doger" is, 
(Roger Bryant was the S.P. Railroad police in 
Klamath Falls and was friendly with Hobo's, but 
stern about them NOT RIDING HIS PIGGYBACKS) 
otherwise we had no real problem in "K-Falls. 
(Klamath Falls)" Mel asked me if | was F.T.R.A. 
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to which I said no, but | am associated, Mel 
looked towards Louie who stated he was 
F.T.R.A. but he knew about me and that | was 
associated for the past 20 or more years. 


And the F.T.R.A. still upholds the Inheritance 
that the Original Hobo's created over 200 years 
ago, Louie stated "We're Still A Family, A Nation 
within the Nation of the United States, not the 
Gangsters that the T.V. News, or Police 
Authorities try to Indoctrinate the Public that we 
are." Mel then asked about the Black and Blue 
Bandanas, Black is for people riding The 
Highline, and Blue is for people riding The 
Lowline, and Red is for people riding The 
Southern States. But this was the identifying 
symbol of The Freight Train Riders Of America, 


not Fuck The Reagan Administration! Satisfied 
with our answers and information Mel then 


revealed he was a Korean War Veteran, and | 
told him |I was in the 101st Airborne and a 
Professional Sniper, got my Basic Training at Ft. 
Jackson, and my A.I.T. (Advanced _ Individual 
Training) at Ft. Bragg, graduated Jump School 
and went on to Sniper School, became so 
Proficient | was attached to "The Night Stalkers" 
which had me on "Black Missions" and when |! 
left the Army I signed an N.D.A. 
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Chapter 24 


Mel didn't need to hear anymore, he had been 
on missions like I had in his day, people of a Like 
Background can just look at each other and 
know what's going through each others mind, 
Mel had been reassigned from his original 
M.O.S. (Method of Operating Service) into 
another R.A.T. (Reconnisance Assault Team) 
himself after Army Officers recognized his 
Expert ability with Weapons, especially the 
Barret 50 Caliber Long Rifle, And that's all I will 
say about that. Some people just don't 
understand about secrets, many Hobo's who 
were former Military are still bound by their 
Oath of Induction: "to protect and defend the 


United States from all enemies, Foreign and 
Domestic," the same oath The President swears, 


one I thing have to share (although I'll only tell 
you a short bit about it) is that we have an 
information source as-to where to catch trains, 
what time they'll arrive and depart, what the 
makeup of the train will be, etc. Used to be we 
had to look at a water tower to gain directional 
information, but an active Hobo decided to 
incorporate all his, and others train information 
together into a book, Copywriten, and 
duplicated by Xeroxing, and passed by hand, 
never sold or uploaded to the Internet. My fear 
is that with International Terrorism on the rise, 
and Domestic Terrorism following close behind | 
and other Military Trained Hobo's will be called 
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up to return to Active Duty!, I can see myself, at 
age 65 or 70 going "Back In The Bush" to Defend 
my Country, my body might not be able to 
handle it, but in my mind I'm ready to Honor My 
Oath And Defend This Country, as well as 


defending my Hobo Family, IT'S JUST HOW I'M 
MADE! 


Keep that in mind the next time you see 
someone on an exit ramp of a highway dressed 
in military clothes, and holding a homeless 
veteran sign, stop and find out if he or she is, in 
reality, a military trained Hobo, and might be 
the person who protects you, your neighborhood 
and town from being blown up by Al Qaeda, or 
Al Shabab, or any one of a number of Home 
Grown Terrorists we have in the United States! 
Mel, Screwy Louie, and | rode on through the 
foothills of the Cascades into Bend-Over where 
we ran into Fly and Little Dove who were 
heading the same direction, back to Vanscrewy, 
(Vancouver Washington) and we all rode the 
rest of the way there together. But before we 
caught out we ran across a big pile of Copper 
Wire, unattended, dollar signs were flashing in 
our heads, "Tramp Gold" Louie yelled, the rest 
of us told him to shut the hell up or other Hobo's 
would be coming out of the woodwork. Copper 
was being bought at $.80 a pound at that time 
and this was too good to pass up, it was like 
finding The Denver Mint on your front Doorstep, 
or ingots from An Arizona Copper Mine in your 
backyard. The Train Gods, or The One I Perceive 
As God giving us a Blessing. Now you've heard 
me use this phrase many times in this book so 
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l'II tell you why before you ask, Many Have 
Beliefs That Guide Them In Life, some believe in 
the God of the Bible, others believe in Allah, still 
others believe in The Great Spirit, and other 
people believe in Hare Krishna, then there are 
the ones That Have No Belief. When I say "the 
one | perceive as God" it's to show Respect For 
Peoples Beliefs, Or Non-Beliefs, | never try to 
push my belief, or ideology upon someone else, 
I present the way | live along with my belief, and 
let the ones watching me make their own 
decision, and | Respect Their Decision Whatever 
It May Be. Just like the one I perceive as God 
(whoop, there | go again, it's kind of Habit 
Forming, for me anyway) intended all people to 
have, and if enough Americans do this it'll 
spread across the Country into other countries, 


and Nations And We Won't Need Wars Anymore! 


We de-trained in Bend-Over to get that pile of 
"Tramp Gold" but while we were doing this Fly 
noticed it was the weekend and we'd have to 
wait until Monday morning to sell off our tramp 
gold. Fly had a friend living close by, Mark And 
Donna, but first we pooled our money together 
into a Frisco and bought several bottles of St. 
Ides (Frisco Circle, it's Hobo Etiquette to do this) 
and then walked to their house which was a long 
Doublewide Trailer, Mark came to the door to 
greet us. And yelled "Hey Donna, we've got 
Hobo Family at the door," we told them we ran 
across the "Tramp Gold" and were looking to 
wait until the early morning before catching 
back to Wishram, Mark told us to make 
ourselves at home, we visited with them for a 
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while but Donna begged off, she had to go with 
to work in the morning. The rest of us sat there 
visiting and drinking, | noticed the St. Ides 
wasn't doing anything for me, Mark related to 
me that | was probably so tired that all the St. 
Ides would do is make me piss. | drank myself 
Drunk, then I drank myself Sober, then | drank 
myself Tired, funny how a person can do that 
isn't it? Well as we all were sitting in Mark and 
Donna's home one of Mark's friends came in 
visiting (or so we thought), he asked for a Drink 
and we offered him one or two, then sat in a 
chair muttering and crying, the muttering was 
sounding like "I wish someone would F%&@ with 
me," it was kind of confusing. Then one of 
Mark's daughters came in trying to talk with the 
guy, that's when both Me and Mel saw this guy 
smack her in the face snapping her head back, | 
got my fill of this, and walked out the front door 
motioning for Mel to follow me, and he followed. 


Outside I asked Mel if he saw this guy smack 
the girl, he said yes, so | told him I was going 
back inside but if this "Friend" still acted Asinine 
I was going to lure him outside and tune him up 
would he back me?, Mel agreed to do so. We 
both went back inside and sure enough this guy 
was almost yelling, and being beligerent, and 
abusive, it was then that Me, Mel, and Louie all 
stood up, Louie had an axehandle in hand, but 
both Me and Mel had our K-bar's out, fingering 
them and looking menacingly at him. We were 
going to tell Mark what he did to his Daughter, 
but before we could Mark yelled at the guy "If 
you don't settle down I'm going to turn these 
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Hobo's loose on you." This guy still hadn't got 
the message and did the stupid thing saying "I'll 
FY£EK you up!", Mel yelled back "you've got 3 
F.T.R.A. here and we're raring to go, IF YOU 
FEEL SO FROGGY, JUMP!" The guy FINALLY 
changed his tune weeping, and asking for 
forgiveness, then he and Mark went outside, 
when Mark came back about 10 minutes later, 
he stated the "friend" just found out he has 
Terminal Cancer as that's what all that display 
was about. Then Mark asked if the "friend" 
REALLY smacked his daughter, and we all gave a 
resounding YES, Mark then stated "well he's no 
longer welcome here!" so I told Mark "If You See 
Him Again Let Him Know How Close He Came To 
The 3 Of Us Dragging Him Down The Road, 
Tuning Him Up, And Ensuring He Would Never 
Be Seen Again!," sounds kind of Violent doesn't 
it? Mark, Donna, and their daughters are a part 
of our Hobo Nation, Our Family, and we Hobo's 
will go to any extent to protect our family, ANY 
EXTENT! 


Later that day the 3 of us were at a Catch-out 
next to the B.N. Yard waiting for the "Wishram 
Train" to come up from the lower yard when 
Mark, Donna, and their daughters walked in 
after first shouting a greeting and bringing 
Beer, St. Ides, and sat down to visit and wish us 
well. Mark, Donna, and their daughters sat down 
on the dirt and acted like it was their home, 
Which It WAS! We talked like a family does 
when they're together, their daughters played 
around, Like I said they were at home, and this 
jungle was our home, and their home, it doesn't 
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matter if we're retired and living in a town or 
city, or if we're on the road, ANY PLACE WE LAY 
OUR HEADS IS OUR HOME, IT'S THAT SIMPLE! 


The Bigger Nigger train came in with a boxcar 
right next to where we were sitting in the 
jungle, so we picked up our overloaded gear and 
climbed on board, it took 5 hours for the train to 
pull out, by then we were rolling north towards 
Madras, and The Duchutes River Canyon. The 
railroad crosses an extremely high trestle which 
has a 2000 ft. drop, but it's the entrance to a 
truly beautiful Canyon Ride, with the views of 
this ride in the Gorge, the River, the Ghost 
Towns, the Klamath tribe fishing in the river. 
Even the location where the College Girls are 
Sunbathing, what Screwey Louie calls "Titties 
And Beer" is always a welcome sight, as if this 
was a Stage Play, or a Movie to enjoy all the way 
down to Wishram! At the Columbia River 
Crossing there is a delivery track and we came 
to a stop for a train delivering a string of cars 
from U.P, while we did we piled up all the excess 
lumber used for securing loads next to one of 
our doors to throw to the Hobo's who jungle out 
under the Highway Bridge, when the train 
started rolling again we threw all that lumber 
out for the 3 Hobo's who camp there. Then rode 
across the River, Gusty Winds barrel Down the 
Columbia, one year my coffee cup was blown out 
of the boxcar I was riding into the River, I had 
been known for carrying a plastic coffee cup 
stained almost black inside, and told the story 
about that saying "With All The Excess Caffeine 


Stained On The Cup There'll Be 1000 Nervous 
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Fish In That River!" The train pulled into 
Wishram Yard and we got off to wait on a 
Westbound to Vanscrewy, normally hot, 
Wishram also has no Grocery Store, we were 
powerfully hungry, so Louie talked with John 
(one of the locals living next to the mainline) 
and secured a ride down to The Dalles to sell 
some of the Copper Wire. After an hour and a 
half Louie came back with some groceries, 
started a fire mixed up a sauce, simmered it, 
folded in some Crab Meat, and we all ate Crab 
Louie, drank Old English 800, while waiting to 
get on a B.N. for Vanscrewy. And the So-called 
Civilized Society says all we eat is Garbage, 
REALLY? 


The ride to Vanscrewy was smooth and cool, 
the Columbia River Gorge is quite deep, when 
the Glaciers cut the Gorge it left extremely high 
cliffs, with Giant Sentinel Fir Trees growing, and 
guarding the Gorge all the way to its end at 
Vanscrewy, so much so that they hold large 
clouds in place To Give The Area Its Own 
Weather Pattern. One time | was riding with 
Dirty Dennis, we got rained on, and Dirty Dennis 
yelled "It's Raining," | asked "Are You Sure 
That's Not A Flock Of Canadian Geese Flying 
Over Taking A Shit?" Another time | rode 
through rain and hail, it's similar to riding 
through The Edge Of The Twilight Zone briefly, 
and then coming back out!, this time we sailed 
through extremely cold weather, even though it 
was the heat of summer. Screwey Louie and Mel 
took the copper to a Scrap Metal Buyer while 
Fly, Little Dove, and I walked past Scare House 
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(actually it's Share House but John "Coal Train" 
Easley renamed it) and sat down to drink coffee 
and wait at a Diner/Work Station in town called 
The Corner (it sits on a corner, not too much 
imagination there!) which is where Hobo's go to 
find Day Labor! Screwey Louie and Mel came 
back and stated that the buyer at Copes Metal 
wanted more of what we brought him, this gave 
us the idea to return several times, when 
traveling back and forth on a section of railroad 
a Hobo never needs a schedule, the travel is 
instinctual. A pattern develops, every motion 
and movement becomes instinct, every sound, 
every creak, every turn, everything, and trying 
to tell How You Know Is Impossible, especially 
when it's the So-called Civilized Society, Police, 
Yuppie Hobo's, etc. After the 11 trips to Bend- 
Over and back to Vanscrewy I decided to visit 
Catfish, he's an older member of the present 
F.T.R.A, and he and his Girlfriend Yo-Yo 
welcomed me with Open Arms, | told him I 
needed to ride alone for a while, and he told me 
he needed to do that the same thing from time 
to time. So he said to me "Keep on riding Texas 
Madman, and keep showing people we are not 
the murderers, and rapists that Grandenetti 
tries to indoctrinate folks to believe we are," 
and with that | headed down to Vanscrewy and 
caught the trolley to "Burnside Avenue" in 
Portland and went to the S.P. Brooklyn Yard and 
caught a southbound to Stocton California, a 
W.P. to Oroville, and into Salty Dog," a U.P. to 


Cheyenne Wyoming, a B.N. up to Shelby 
Montana, then east the Minniehopeless. 
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I just wanted to "Clear My Head" and ride, 
free as a bird, with my face in the wind, every 
Hobo needs to do this from time to time! The 
train I took hualed me from Portland's Brooklyn 
Yard (S.P.) down through Screwgene (Eugene), 
into K-Falls, and from there I took the "Battle 
Mountain Train" to Winnemucca Nevada from 
there I blasted across the Northern Nevada 
desert on Uncle Pete (U.P.) to Salty Dog. (Salt 
Lake City) I transferred to the Dirty & Ragged 
Going West (D.&R.G.W.) and rode to Pisshole 
(Pueblo), from there I caught the Bigger Nigger 
(B.N.) to Mile High (Denver), and further up to 
Cowboy City (Cheyenne) where a continuous 
Hobo Jungle has been existing since 1902! The 
Hobo's have the employment at the Stockyard 
all to themselves, as well as Roofing, and 
Plumbing, they collect wood from freight cars 
they clean for a company that contracts with 
Uncle Pete. They clean the streets of Cowboy 
City after Frontier Days, and the streets are 
cleaner than the Public Works ever gets them. 
They're never seen Panhandling like the Bums in 
Denver, or the Bums in Congress, and always 
give a helping hand to anyone who needs the 
help, The Unsung Heroes Who Never Get A 


Salute But Keep Persevering, So Don't Call Them 
Bums! 


After a hold over in Cowboy City I rode the 
Bigger Nigger (B.N.) up to Montana Blonde 
Territory (Shelby Montana) and the Montana 
Prairie, long flat, and windswept, with waving 
seas of Wheat and Wild Grasses I heard the call 
of Coyotes on this Prairie as the train flew East 
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to Minnesota. And | dozed rocking to the rhythm 
of the train as it sailed along across the Western 
Minnesota Prairie and it's beautiful sunrises, 
plus it's Massive Minnesota National Air Force 
(Mosquitoes) | truly enjoyed this Adventure to 
see The Great White North! Land Of Vikings, 
Land Of Cereal Companies, Land Of Innovation, 
and recently Land Of Indian Motorcycles!, the 
oldest of American Motorcycles, Indian started 
in Springfield Massachusetts as a Bicycle 
Company, and one industrious Employee 
decided to add a 12 hp Motor to the existing 
Bicycle so his son could ride it to deliver 
Newspapers on his "Paper Route." Soon hearing 
of the Motorized Bicycle his neighbors asked the 
man to do the same thing for them, word got to 
the Main Office and this employee was called to 
show his Motorized Bicycle to the President of 
the Bicycle Company. After consultation, 
arguments, negotiations, and experimentation 
with the product the employee became Vice 
President of Indian Motorcycles in 1901, giving 
Harley Davidson Major Competition for the new 
Motorcycle Market. During W.W.2 Indian, along 
with Harley Davidson endured Metal 
Restrictions during the War Metal Drives that 
persisted. During that time Indian Motorcycles 
designed the Indian Warrior, and the Scout, plus 
received a contract from the Department Of 
Defense to manufacture 400 Motorcycles for use 
during the War in Europe. 200 went to the 
Marines, 200 went to the Army, of this order of 
400 - 17 survived intact with original numbers, 
of these 17 - 13 returned to the United States, 1 
is in the Smithsonian Museum, the other is in 
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the front office at the present Indian 
Motorcycles in Minneapolis. The Warrior was 
never built for the Citizen Market, but the Scout 
was and this design was noted for setting Land 
Speed Records at Boneville Flats, however with 
more money in its Bank Account - Harley 
Davidson emerged as the Primier Motorcycle 
Company in The United States forcing Indian to 
move its production facilities to Canada. In 2010 
Indian Motorcycles returned to the United 
States and was built in Bowling Green Ohio 
using S&S motors, but this lasted only a short 3 
years, with no new investment Indian sold out to 
the emerging Polaris Company, already building 
Snowmobiles, Jet Skis, and the Victory 
Motorcycle, Polaris put Millions of Dollars into 
Indian Motorcycles, its faith in the brand paid 
off as Indian has become even more sought 
after. 15 different models of this famous brand 
have emerged from Minneapolis giving a steady 
40-45 mpg. Didn't know I'd do an unofficial 


Indian Motorcycle Commercial in this book but - 
HERE IT IS! 
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Chapter 25 


So my desire was to continue with my travels, 
however my health started taking a different 
turn, much of my past Military Life (which took 
me to places and situations that | still can't talk 
about) was spent as a Professional Sniper in 
jungles, and Woodlands that were foreign to 
me, and exposed me to Climates and Chemicals 
that adversely affected my Sight, Equilibrium, 
and Balance. I started looking for a city or town 
to Put Down Roots, for awhile I was considering 
Kileen, or Temple, or even San Antonio, | spent 
several years living in San Antonio and riding 
out on S.P. from the Kirby Yard when the Itchy 
Feet started getting too much to take. And |! 
worked at San Antonio Concrete mixing Adobe, 
but every day I'd hear the M.K.T. freights rolling 
by the plant and long for My Face In The Wind, 
so when a Hobo Friend called me one day to 
give help in Cleveland Ohio | jumped at the 
chance to ride again. By now the M.K.T. was just 
a memory having been bought by the U.P, so | 
rode the Old Route of the International Great 
Northern Railway up through Austin and Taylor, 
thank the one I perceive as God that it was after 
dark. Summer in South Texas is hot, and can be 
miserable, besides | didn't want to see the 
Capitol, | but wanted to enjoy the cool of night 
and the speed of the ride as we rode next to the 
Freeway past Downtown with its Rat Race. And 
finally rocking along, the train doing 50 mph, | 
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enjoyed the chill of evening, and the singing of 
the wheels telling me I'm on my way. At Taylor it 
was time to wait on the Northbound to 
Waco/Bellmeade thus I had a long wait at the 
"Katy" depot, now abandoned and forlorn 
looking, | remembered times | would catch a 
train when it would stop to grab "Track 
Warrants" before heading further north, taking 
shelter in the "Gandy Shed" or gathering 
firewood for the Dispatcher's "Potbelly Stove" to 
heat the Depot in the chillier months! Many was 
the time that I, and other "Hobo Extra's" would 
run meals and batteries to the Locomotives, or 
the Conductor and Rear Brakeman to "Pay The 
Fare" to go further North, and now remeniecing 
this brought a tear for men and women who 
have "Caught The Westbound" and did this very 
same thing! We Pay Our Way, it's an way of life 
to The Hobo Nation, it's in our D.N.A. and we 
don't apologize for it, one year I was traveling to 
Pennsburg Pennsylvania and had stopped in 
Elkhart Indiana to work up traveling $$$, when 
catching out | found myself at a diner next to 
the Train Yard of the Conrail, | called up Gypsy 
Moon who lived in Nashville Indiana. | had 
$10.00 in quarters and to extend the call, | kept 
inserting more quarters, suddenly she 
exclaimed loudly "Call Me Back Collect" but | 
kept on inserting quarters until it was time for 
me to leave. 


I crossed an extremely busy U.S. Highway and 
inserted myself on the train hiding in a gondola, 
pretty soon the train pulled so | watched the 
south side of the train, as soon as The New York 


188 


Central Museum was a fading view I knew I was 
on my way and we passed swiftly through the 
Northern Indiana Farm Country. And here |! 
became enveloped in cooling winds as if | was a 
dog who had its head out the window of a car or 
a truck (and yes, | looked like one too), I had 
longer hair at that time, almost as long as that 
of Crystal Gale, or Long Hair Donnie. (another 
Hobo | knew) The Train flew down the tracks 
with wheels singing and whining, | began to 
become One With The Train, a Transformation 
that happens every time I ride now, Hobo King 
Ad Man used to call it The Drift, becoming 
invisible to the rest of the world, especially 
drivers waiting for this train to pass by. The 
train passed by Sandusky crossing the inlet to 
Sandusky Bay, through downtown and by the 
entrance to Cedar Point, people sailed and 
enjoyed riding motorboats on Lake Erie and 
soon | was passing by the FORD Plant in Lorain. 
At this point | considered changing to an 
intermodal to sail in Comfort into Buffalo New 
York, hiding once again | felt the train slowing 
down, | pondered what was going on, especially 
when Conrail switched from The Lake Shore Line 
to the Valley Line, this was originally the 
Pennsylvania Railroad's route into Cleveland. 


When the tower at Berea passed me | realized 
I was going into the Collinwood Yard, now |! 
relaxed, knowing I would have time to change to 
another train, now it was time to peek out like a 
undercover sight-seer as we passed another 


FORD Plant, Cleveland Hopkins Airport, and 
made the turn to roll around downtown 
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paralleling the 480 Loop and the expressway 
heading for the Valley Crossing. Another 
picturesque view often photographed and used 
in Tourist Advertisements, and a extremely long 
drop to the City/State Park on the Valley Floor, 
this drop is 1000 feet down, similar to the drop 
on the B.N. at Deschutes River Canyon, or that 
of the U.S. Highway crossing the New River 
Gorge in West Virginia and another Gorge | 
would be crossing while riding the Delaware & 
Hudson Railroad - The Gennessee River Gorge! 
Calling Collinwood Kid I asked for information on 
catching an intermodal to Buffalo, he said to 
wait there and he'd be down at the yard soon, | 
stated "Gaaawwww, JUST TELL ME!, because if 
you don't I'll jump the first thing East and be 
gone before you get here!" When he hemmed 
and hawwed around I hung up and went to the 
Catch Out, sure enough an Eastbound pulled up, 
I jumped into the Well of an Intermodal and 
waited, heard the hiss of releasing brakes, and 
felt the tug as the train pulled out heading East. 
It was then that | heard the call "Hey Texas 


Madman," | popped my head up and saw 
Collinwood Kid, shook my head, and sat back 
down, the train was heading East, |I was 


committed, no time to stop and Shoot The Shit. 
So | stayed hid as we rolled past the East End 
Fuel Depot and entered the Main Line, | stayed 
hid until we passed the Defect Detector and 
then stood up, the Sun was setting on this part 
of my adventure, warm breezes buffeted my 
face infused with moisture from Lake Erie. And 
we picked up speed with the Freeway on one 
side and Lincoln Electric on the other the train 
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soon crossed a bridge as we rolled past the 
abandoned Shopping Mall which is now an 
Amazon _ Fulfillment Center, under the 1-90 
overpass, through Wickliffe Mentor and 
Ashtabula. 


Soon late evening came with scents of 
Pennsylvania Farmlands, and Western New York 
Wineries, approaching Buffalo my train pulled 
over several times to allow higher priority trains 
to go by either way, as well as the passing of 
Amtrak (some people refer to it as AMTRASH)! 
Then the train pulled to a stop at the West Side 
Chevrolet Plant and stayed parked for 4 hours, 
finally getting tired of waiting | De-Trained and 
walked to the New York, Susquehanna & 
Western Railroad to Catch-out for Binghamton. 
High Speed Mode, | was more excited than tired, 
With Flint, Steel, and Train Dirt on my clothes, 
plus the smell of Creosote filling my lungs |! 
looked forward to my Reconnisance, Assault, 
and Undercover Transportation Mission that | 
was on. Doing this with Little Money, Past 
Experience, My Will, and the one I perceive as 
God, It's What Keeps Me Alive and looking 
forward to Tomorrow, and the next day, or the 
next, all the way into the future, although | 
realized I'm not promised a future, just a 
present, and what | dealt with in that present 
was what I've always done. Stealthily enter the 
location of the D&H Yard to look for a ride, what 
I found was the Binghamton Train already made 
up with the most ragged trash of freight hualing 
equipment that I have ever seen, rusted heavily 
gouged cars, spilling loads, metal securing 
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straps hanging out boxcar doorways, | wondered 
if | should get on board, if ever there was A Ride 
From HELL it would be this one. Later | heard 
that D&H was sold to a Canadian Freight 
Hauling Group, and retitled St. Lawarence & 
Hudson, | still wonder if it was worth the 
$200,000,000.00 Purchases Price?, be-that-as-it- 
may: my objective was to head out for B-Town 
(Binghamton) and ride down to Allentown 
Pennsylvania. 


Well I found a boxcar that was a reasonable 
ride and climbed inside waiting until the 
dispatcher allowed the Train Crew to head East, 
FINALLY | COULD BREATHE, FINALLY I COULD 
LEAVE THE METROPOLITAN BUFFALO BEHIND, 
FINALLY | COULD ROLL TOWARDS THE OPEN 
COUNTRY AND CROSS THE APPALACHIANS AND 
BE BACK IN GOD'S COUNTRY! So off we went, 
heading for the Gennessee River Gorge, I heard 
it long before I saw it and now I realize why it's 
such a well kept secret. We burst through a 
deep wall of Dark Pine Forest to cross A 1300 
Deep Gorge with a narrow but exciting flow of 
Falls, were it not for the surrounding forest you 
might envision this to be one of a group of 
Waterfalls in Hawaii. The wealthy of America 
vacations here, the Bush's, Trump's, Italian and 
Sicilian Families like Calabreese, or Genovese, 
Capone, the Hilton Clan have permanent Homes 
here, Paris Hilton's Dog House is insured for 
$3,000,000.00, you couldn't touch a Guest 
House for under $15,000000.00 here. Then 
immediately we crossed back into the deep 
forest to head for Corning, and The 
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Susquehanna River’ riding next to the 
abandoned Erie Lackawanna & Western Railroad 
which parallels us down to a Football Stadium in 
Binghamton. But the ride isn't over yet, the 
train crossed the Susquehanna River into the 
city of Conklin and the D&H Yard, all night long | 
heard the city next door, all the screaming of 
drunken students, the honking of cars on the 
highway, and in anticipation | stayed awake 
until another train was made up to go further 
south. I climbed in a Gondola and rode this down 
through hills and valleys to a small yard on the 
North Side of Allentown and walked to the 
Intermountain Bus Station (THE RIDE WAS 
ALMOST OVER) where |! paid for a bus to 
Quakertown, and after being deposited in 
Quakertown I went to the back of a McDonald's, 
grabbed a piece of Cardboard, made a 
Pennsburg Please sign, and hitchhiked into 
Pennsburg! (WHEW!) 


Red Bird Express had a string of boxcars ona 
track next to the site of his East Coast Hobo 
Gathering, held on the grounds of the 
Perrkiomen Preparatory School and _ their 
Arboretum, and | found a place in a boxcar to 
roll out. The next morning | was greeted by 
everyone there, Red Bird Express, Snapshot, 
Dante _Fucwha, Preacher Steve, Hobo SLC 
Stretch, Banjo Fred, Bob Esposito, Collinwood 
Kid showed up a little later in the day. But 
Gypsy Moon was there already, she cornered me 
saying "You should have called me collect," to 
which I said "I wanted to pay for the call, It's my 
Right!," she tried to be forceful saying "it's My 
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Money," to which I stated "| PAY MY WAY AND 
THAT'S MY RIGHT! No matter how much you've 
learned from your Father, or from your 
friendship with Steamtrain Maury Graham, or 
Liberty Justice. No matter who you meet, | feel 
Insulted because of your impressions about 
what you feel is the truth, and how it pertains to 
me and My Hobo Family." The rest of the time | 
was in attendance I kept my distance, this was 
the first time I Ever felt uncomfortable at a Hobo 
Gathering, not because of Violence, but because 
of someone I thought was Family turned out to 
be one of many who spread Lies, and Innuendo. 
At the end of the event | approached Gypsy 
Moon and told her "I'm going to Allentown to 
catch Conrail through Cleveland, and into 
Chicago, then take the Illinois Central to the 
Gulf Coast, don't follow me, don't try to ride 
with me, you Thought you knew me But You 
Really Don't Know Me. And | Thought I Knew You 


but Now I Really Do Know You, don't write me, 
don't try to contact me in any way, I'm not your 


Hobo Family, and you're not mine, | know who 
they REALLY ARE, and they're NOT YOU! Then | 
caught a ride to Allentown from Quiet Mike, the 
Hobo Librarian and caught a ride on Conrail 
through Horseshoe Curve into Altoona, 
Pottstown, Pittsburgh, Conway Yard, Cleveland, 
Toledo, Elkhart, and into Barr Yard. Took a 
METRA to Markham Yard and caught Illinois 
Central to Champaign, Centralia, Carbondale, 
Fulton, Memphis, Yazoo City, Jackson, McComb, 
and into Baton Rouge. Finally | was home, back 
among Real People, Real Hobo's, this is not to 
say | don't travel back North anymore, I'm just 


194 


particular about who I travel, and associate 
with! 


So on that note let me tell you about the time 
Collinwood Kid and | rode the High Line 
together, I had ridden up to Minniehopeless with 
Rod Sykora intending to head North on the C.P. 
and go in the "Back Door" to "Why Not Minot" 
(Minot North Dakota, the old joke goes: Why Not 
Minot?, Reason, It's Freezin! I've seen snow 
falling in Minot on July 4th!), | was sleeping in 
Rod's basement when he got a call from 
Collinwood Kid about them riding the Highline 
Together. Rod had backed out which upset 
Collinwood so | volunteered to take Rod's place. 
Then he put me on the phone with The 
Collinwood Kid, I've never considered riding with 
a Yuppie Hobo, it was never something I'd done 
before, and talk about quirky, well, I'm quirky to 
many people but so is everyone, there's no such 
thing as a Clone, a Carbon Copy of another 
person. Too many people feel that we're all the 
same as each other, every Hobo is exactly the 
same, WHAT A CROCK, so The Collinwood Kid 
thought I'd circle back to Chicago and wait for 
him there, | told him | don't backtrack, | won't 
go back to Chicago because I never ride out of 
Cicero, but I will come back as far as LaCrosse 
Wisconsin. If he would meet me there I'll come 
that far and wait while enduring the Wisconsin 
National Air Force, after much discussion 
Collinwood finally agreed, after hanging up the 
phone I wondered what | had gotten myself 
into? | didn't know this person, I'd only met him 
once or twice at Britt, | was wondering what his 
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experience was with Hobo's and Freight Trains. | 
usually only travel with other Well Known 
Hobo's not Yuppies, but he probably had the 
same impression about me, so after | hung up 
Rod called Mpls. Jewel and discussed with her 
that | was taking his place on this venture and 
Wasn't _ | A Dear? | bristled inside at this 
comment, nobody manipulates me, I'm not 
someone's Puppet, | have my own way to Live 
and Travel while On The Road so Collinwood was 
in for an Adventure and so was I. Rod suggested 
I go to Daytons Bluff Yard to catch the B.N, but | 
never saw an Eastbound stop there, | would go 
to Northtown to catch it, I've always caught 
trains out of Northtown, I usually run into other 
Hobo's that wait under the C.P./SOO overpass 
and the usual trains I'd caught at this 
Southbound Location was the LaCrosse train, or 
the Wilmar train. For me there's 2 Backdoors to 
the Highline, at Northtown there's a C.P./SOO 
that rolls through and circles back over the B.N, 
crossing the Mississippi River ending at 
Brooklyn Yard. I'd catch from there through 
Annandale into the south side of Fargo, jump 
off, walk 1/4 of a mile to the Highline and catch 
B.N. when it stops to Change Crews at the 
AMTRASH OFFICE, or I'd catch the Wilmar Train 
through Wilmar to the East Side of Fargo and 


ride it Directly to the Highline, otherwise I don't 
change my traveling habits!!!! 


Much to Collinwood's Chagrin he'd have to 
negotiate with me and this might be interesting 
because I am not easily manipulated regardless 
of how innocent | sound, Presently | own a 
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Digital Voice Recorder to use in conversations 
and negotiations. It holds 64 gigabytes of Voice 
Recordings, | use it for any negotiations, and if 
the person who I am negotiating with states 
they never said something I'll play the recording 
back stating "I'll play this for my Lawyer to see 
if | need to file a suit, so understand You're Not 
Dealing With A Cherry, and You're not using me 
for a Scapegoat!" Therefore when Collinwood 
stated he wanted me to return to Chicago to 
retrace my mileage through Chicago into 
Minnesota | told him "I won't backtrack, but if 
you ride into LaCrosse I'll meet you at the 
Amtrak station and we'll go to Grand Crossing 
and catch the B.N. from there!" He agreed after 
much reluctance, then I walked from Rod's 
house through Minniehopeless to Northtown and 
caught a Southbound to LaCrosse so as to 
Endure a 2-3 day wait, and this meant using one 
of the vacant SOO Line Cabooses for housing 
while waiting for this "Buckeye" to show up, 
while supporting myself, washing my clothes 
and body in the Mississippi River, and enduring 
the Wisconsin National Air Force! On the 
afternoon of the 3rd day | completed my daily 
routine of walking to AMTRASH which is housed 
in an old brick Milwaukee Road Yard 
Observation Tower, | was 30 feet north when | 
saw Collinwood Kid wander out looking for me. 
With no pleasantries | walked over to him and 
gave a short introduction of myself stating | 
wanted to get my gear which was stashed and 
go to Grand Crossing so as to wait for a 
Northbound B.N. and introduce him to the 
entrance to the Highline. 
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As we walked I pointed out the SOO Line Yard 
that would transfer freight from this location to 
the Burlington Yard, that there were abandoned 
Cabooses to stay in while waiting on a train, 
also the SOO Line would stop periodically East 
and West if you're heading to either Portage or 
St. Paul. The walk to Grand Crossing took us by 
a main avenue of Bars where | would sell 
Blackberries when they were in season, and 
after we made it to Grand Crossing I showed him 
the Railroad Diner that was open 24 hours for 
railroaders, as well as locals. There was an 
Dispatch Board showing when trains were 
leaving and what direction they were headed. 
Finally it was time to go to the Catch-out under 
the bridge where everyone who has passed 
through the area left their Moniker, over 130 
monikers were signed here, with messages for 
individuals that they knew, other messages 
were warnings for some individuals to stay off 
the road because of some infraction incurred, 
others gave directions, and other messages 
gave information about Wisconsin State Police 
or Railroad Dispatchers, warnings concerning 
bad trackage, or which trains to avoid. A menu 
board much like a watertank from the Old Days, 
there was a fireplace, and pans to cook in, extra 
water, and a pile of wood, we waited until we 
heard a horn in the distance and listened for the 
direction of the approach. It came from the 
south although the train was actually come from 
the east as its headlight appeared down the 
tracks barely moving although I knew it was 
coming in fast, and soon was rolling by, then it 
came to a stop. This was the Crew Change and 
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the switch out took some time, this gave me the 
chance to search the train for the best ride 
available, all these cars were 48's so Collinwood 
and I boarded one that was in the middle of a 5 
pack which we would ride from LaCrosse 
Wisconsin to Havre Montana. After boarding we 
settled in and rolled out our sleeping bags, | 
rolled a cigarette and lit up, Les asked if the 
crew could see the smoke so I told him not as 
far back as we were right now, and as soon as 
we got moving the smoke would blow away, 
which it did! 


With a hiss of the brakes and a slight tug our 
train started rolling, picking up speed as we 
rolled past the yard office and headed North 
towards Red Wing, as we passed the North side 
of the yard we also passed the Derailed cars of a 
Taconite train. The cars laid out like LEGO'S 
along the U.S. highway paralleling us, we picked 
up speed swiftly and soon were rolling 50 mph 
with the afternoon humidity cooling down, 
showing why people populated the Mississippi 
River over 200 years ago. With fish and shade, 
cool water, life would be preferrable to 
gathering in any city, and so more immigrants 
moved to the Mississippi, and Missouri Rivers 
for easy settlement and easy family 
supplication, at the time of this day and age 
families were traders, fishermen, farmers, or 
rivermen. And not much has changed since the 
1700's to 2000's. Railroad's were a big factor in 
changing the quality of life along river 
communities, as well as remote locations 
bringing news of foreign places, entertainment, 


199 


political news, education, business and 
economic wealth, employment, and migratory 
laborers, commonly referred to as Hobo's! 
Sightseers were a common sight on trains, often 
called Free Rail Enthusiasts, those looking for a 
new horizon, Aesthetic Pleasure Seekers, but 
more often the people who would do any labor, 
or fill any position to ensure their life and 
livelihood, The Unung Heros! Our train 
continued further up to Red Wing with the 
sights and smells of Woodlands, River, Hot 
Steel, Diesel Smoke, and the wheels sang their 
song of flight and adventure, a mesmerising 
spirit that promises and delivers a flight into the 
future where anything can happen. 


At Red Wing we rolled across the drawbridge 
to parallel a car unloading lot where I once 
drove Brand New Buck's off car carrier's, 
washed, and detailed them for delivery to Car 
Sales Lots in Central Minnesota. And further we 
rolled as Dayton's Bluff came into view, we also 
paralleled Pigs Eye Yard, where I used to come 
in to town on the Milwaukee Road, The Orange 
And Black locomotives that featured The Tilted 
Sign With The Oval Of Hiawatha On Its Nose, its 
famous Cabooses where I'd seek shelter from 
persistent rains. Or gain Ice Cold Water on 
scorching days, the train never slowed down as 
we rounded a curve leaving St. Paul and shot off 
for Minniehopeless. People watching the 
passage of Our Freight Train Limo never noticed 
us riding. Soon we were stopped in Northtown 
awaiting a signal, permission to enter the yard, I 
pointed out a Bakery to gather day old pastries 
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when I would need a quick bite, or locations of 
Old Jungles I'd stay in from years gone by, and 
monikers of Old Hobo's | used to know and work 
with, or the different General Foods Flour Mills | 
used to package Flour for delivery to Market. 
When our train started moving again | pointed 
out where Hobo Queen Mpls. Jewel lives, the 
locating of the oldest grain elevator in 
Minniehopeless, now demolished where 


Waterbed Lou, King Ed Tramp, Scoop Shovel 
Scotty, lowa Blackie, Mt. Dew, A-No#1, Skysail 
Jack, Frisco Jack and | would sign every time we 


would come to town. Then we rolled into the 
B.N. Yard after the sun had set, we rolled to a 
stop as | spied a caboose on a track next to us, 
Collinwood was lamenting our low water supply 
so | told him I could probably get some from the 
caboose he asked if that was wise, | guess he 
wasn't used to getting extra water from the 
railroad, | just jumped off our container well and 
strolled over to the caboose to grab a case or 2. 
While inside | got several Crew Packs, and a 
complete Railroad First Aid Kit, then strolled 
back, I told him this would last us for awhile and 
we should settle in and let B.N. run when they 
get orders, so | rolled out my Sleeping Bag and 
settled in for the night. 


201 


SOMETIMES 
| Werte 
THE BLvEe 


n ji LICE A THICK 


y 


C me | CANADIAN 
“NF TUXEDO. 


202 


Chapter 26 


Collinwood laid out cardboard and |! did the 
same, and then our Burlington Northern 
Limousine rolled us down that Long Twin Silver 
Line (Thank you Bob Seger for letting me use a 
line from one of your songs!) through Staples, 
Dilworth/Fargo, up into the Bigger Nigger yard 5 
miles east of Why Not Minot and the Amtrack 
Station, our next Crew Change. The vacant 
warehouses looked forlorn, totally abandoned 
after years of being used to manufacture and 
ship Finesilver Brand Overalls all over the 
Midwest, there were no Hobo's waiting on the 
Docks for night to come so they could catch out, 
or at least drink a few beers and watch trains 
pass by, the last of civilization came into view at 
the AMTRASH Office the Old Crew walked off and 
the New Crew got on, then WE FINALLY 
ENTERED THE FAMOUS PRAIRIE THAT GARRISON 
KEILLOR HAD THE RADIO SHOW - A PRAIRIE 
HOME COMPANION - TELLING STORIES ABOUT 
LIFE IN WESTERN MINNESOTA! And as the sun 
sank slowly into the west (DAMN! I sound like an 
announcer on an Old Western T.V. Show) it was 
time to relax and enjoy the view as we would 
travel, the next 400 miles or more of Prairie, 
Wheat Fields, Grasslands, and the only symbol 
of Civilization - a thin 2 lane U.S. Highway with a 
car or truck seen every half hour! The entire 
way into Glasgow Montana was only a wind, sun, 
and prairie all the way into our Crew Change, 
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this little Village was settled by Scottish 
Aristocrats who wanted to live in the West like 
Cowboys but ended up becoming Land Owners 
and the land stretched for miles in every 
direction. Flat, windswept, open, treeless, 
created for only a few things, Wheat, Cattle 
Grazing, Wide Open Space to wander and 
ponder all things in Life, time to Think, and 
Evaluate how this land can be shared by all 
people, including Hobo's. Glasgow is hot in the 
summer sun, and very treeless, the last trees | 
saw were in Minniehopeless, and the next trees 
| would see would be at Glacier National Park, 
that and The Caboose Motel. The Park was 
created to Highlight The Waterton Glacier which 
is now several hundred tons smaller because of 
Climate Change and Greenhouse Gases, but 
while we were traveling the Highline it was still 
as huge as ever and tourists would visit by the 
Thousands. 


We flew down the tracks toward Kalispell and 
the final miles to Whitefish, with an immense 
forest of Ponderosa Pine we breathed the 
cleanest, al.be.it. thinest air, and passed huge 
herds of Elk, and Deer feeding in the sparse 
fields between the trees. We also passed several 
other Freight Trains as we neared Whitefish, by 
then it was late afternoon to evening, the night 
was closing in, the air had cooled considerably 
going from 70° to 40° in the space of an hour. | 
searched as the train entered the Yard for the 
National Guard Warehouse which would be on 
the North side of where we would finally stop, 
this warehouse had been abandoned and locked 
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up but had an awning and large dock that other 
Hobo's had used as a bed over the years. Our 
train pulled into the yard and proceeded to the 
inbound track and stopped with our boxcar door 
across from the Warehouse, I was rolled up and 
walked to the dock with Collinwood close 
behind, no one was sleeping here for now, but 
there were Monikers drawn all over its walls. 
Soon I was reading The Bill Of Fare from all the 
Monikers left behind, Collinwood was soon 
beside me reading as well, marveling at the 
Artistry in the creation of the designs that 
accompanied each Moniker. More Artistic than 
what I would draw with the Texas Flag, Crossed 
Eyes, An Open Mouth, And A Tongue Wagging In 
The Wind. There were salutations to other 
Hobo's, and directions they were traveling, what 
towns the avoid, places that would aid a hungry 
Hobo, invitations to gatherings or parties, offers 
to "Get A Hobo Hired Onto A Job" at Canneries. 
Much of this Bill Of Fare concerned Poetry, 
Songs, or General Doodling as Waiting For A 
Train meant spending a lot of time waiting, 
Collinwood asked me How many Hobo's would 
come through this yard, "Around 10-15 A Week! 
Or 23-25 A Month." This route was well traveled 
then and still is Now, | used to drop off here to 
play Piano in the Wintertime when a Historic 
Landmark Hotel and Bar would open up for 
Powder Bums (Skiers) who would come for 
Winter Business, mostly Blues and Jazz that I'd 
learned to play many years earlier in New 
Orleans. 
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My teachers were both Professor Long Hair 
and Dr. John, the latter was a major fan of the 
former, Dr. John admired Professor Long Hair 
because his mastery of the Piano that came 
from his youth finding pianos in any alley and 
repairing them, and tuning them for resale. In 
the process The Professor learned his playing 
style by listening to records by Scott Joplin then 
perforiming on "Congo Square" where many 
Black Americans (back then they referred to 
themselves as BLACK, not AFRICAN AMERICAN!) 
exercised their Heritage. The Professor was 89 
when he taught me his Honky-Tonk/Jazz/Blues 
style of Piano, between him and Dr. John (in 
reality Mack Rebenack) | enjoyed yet another 
way to find employment’ while Hoboing! 
Although it was situational at best for it took 
time to find Bars and Nightclubs to perform in, | 
was still wanting to play here in Whitefish and 
make some traveling cash, it would not be the 
case, and that left me with continuing this trip 
with Collinwood Kid across Flat Head Lake, and 
through Flat Head Tunnel! 


An Author from Whitefish, Christopher 
Paolini, was in highschool when he first 
published Eragon, the first of a 4 book series 
entitled The _Inheritance Series, from his 
imagination and the surrounding countryside he 
envisioned a world of Dragons, Villagers, 
Royalty, Dwarves, Elves, Wizards, plus both 
Dark and Bright Magic. His imagination reaped 
him a career, marrige, and 3 children, while 
penning (or Word Processing) 3 more Highly 
Successful Books. And this was the Countryside 
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that inspired his Fantasy World that Collinwood 
Kid and | were traveling through, up a Rail 
Route climbing a High Mountain, past a Crystal 
Lake whose surface was Smooth As Glass, Snow 
covering the Mountain Peaks, A quiet piece of 
Heaven On Earth. Is it any wonder why the 
Citizens of Montana want to protect their State 
from encroaching development, both Tribal 
Citizens and (Mostly) White Citizens?, then we 
plunged into a long tunnel with a wall mounted 
light every 1/4 mile to emerge the Western 
Portal like a Screaming Banshee with wind 
blazing by, and still we had further to climb the 
Continental Divide to reach the Apex. At this 
point we rolled along in silence watching the 
passing Mountain's and Valley's with a feeling 
(for me at least) that we were just a thought to 
The One I Perceive As God, A minor creation in 
the immense world we inhabit, and yet we were 
Kings minus a Crown, Hobo's of the First Order. 
Royalty riding to The Paradise of the West, then 
downhill we sailed on the biggest Roller Coaster 
flying through "The Devils Mile" (mile marker 
666, there is another Devil's Mile on the former 
Delaware & Hudson, where a branch runs down 
the Susquehanna River into Harrisburg) through 
a 7+1/2 mile tunnel into Puget Sound where the 
train broke up, 1/2 of it staying here, the other 
1/2 of it going up to Astoria. Dense Fog rolls in 
after dark, and rain is a constant here all year 
long, being stranded here over night can be 
uncomfortable, and sleeping under a bridge is a 
Stereotype, but that's exactly what we did, Les 
was not content with a Bridge Abutment. He 
wandered all over the upper area looking for a 
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patch of grass, but I let him know that it rains 
here overnight in Volumes, so finally | got him to 
join me underneath the Bridge by first telling 
him "mama didn't raise me to be a Mountain 
Goat." Collinwood Kid relented but his constant 
argument was that he might fall off the concrete 
abutment overnight, I told him it was safe 
stating "Remember | Live Here, You're The 
Visitor," the fall might be abrupt, but would do 
no lasting damage. With that I| settled in for 
some much needed rest, and with foghorns 
sounding, and rain falling | slept quite soundly, 
no trains ran by that night and we were faced 
the next morning with riding a city bus to 
Seattle, that city that | flew back into after 10 
years of service in the U.S. Army, remembering 
this | avoided returning to places that sparked 
memories of my service. And even though 
Collinwood Kid asked, all I told him was "I was 
flown to McCord Air Force Base, commuted to 
Seattle, flew to Washington D.C, exited the 
Army after first signing a Non Disclosure Act 
Form and that's all I'll tell you." The next 
morning we rode a City Commuter Bus the last 
15 miles to Seattle heading for Inter-Bay Yard, 
Originally built by the Great Northern but now 
called Burlington Northern (once again either 
Bigger Nigger, or Bugger Nose, which ever name 
you prefer) the Bridge we sat under was strewn 
with pounds and pounds of garbage, I could sit 
it out, but Collinwood left to grab a couple of 
trash bags. 


To me this was a quick catch out but 
Collinwood Kid couldn't leave it alone, he 
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grabbed hands full of trash smeared with God 
Knows What and shoved them into each trash 
bag, he doesn't like a filthy catch out and | 
agree. But it's a Never Ending Cycle, most likely 
as soon as we left, or by the next day the Catch 
Out would be just as filthy, mostly it would be 
locals, and the drug addicted coming down to 
the Railyard and upon finding no Hobo to bother 
or harass they'd sit down in the Catch-out and 
trash the place after getting "Stoned" thus 
treating the Hobo's home like they do their own 
home! Collinwood Kid had been in touch with a 
young man on the Internet who wanted to 
experience the Art of Train Riding, a Different 
Adventure than what I| Enjoy and Live, Yuppie 
Hoboing, A Weird Way For The 21st Century 
Traveler To Experience A Hobo's Travel Without 


Actually Being A Hobo. I'd heard of Yuppie 
Hobo's, people who try to experience our 


Inheritance without actually Living Our Life, it's 
the Experience Of Movement and The Art Of 
Avoiding A Railroad Police Office and Invading A 


Railyard, More Like A Military Exercise Than An 
Adventure, Or A Vacation. Because they were 


Upstanding Citizens they could call to the 
Railroad Police and report a Possible Break In, 
Vandalization of Railroad Equipment or Freight 
Containers, and these Federal Police would run 
off to investigate resembling The Keystone Cops 
instead of Railroad Police. The Yuppie Hobo's 
enjoying A Live Comedy Display entertaining 
themselves and not realizing the problems they 
were causing for Railroad Employees or people 
who depend on Railroad's for their 
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transportation to and from Work, The Railroad 
Employees And The Hobo's! 


Collinwood Kid called this young man to hook 
up with him and told him we'd all go riding 
together from Seattle to Vanscrewy 
(Vancouver), he took an hour to get this "Kid" to 
come across town to Inter-Bay Yard as we 3 
made our introductions with each other and 
Collinwood Kid took the him on a short tour of 
the train yard. | was amazed at the knowledge 
Collinwood Kid had concerning Freight Train 
Yards, evidently being around Major 
Metropolitan City Train Yards and Recreationally 
jumping Freight Trains gave him a knowledge of 
Transportation, Chemicals In Transit, _and 
Freight Movement, Time Schedules are another 
factor altogether. Railroad's run on Tonnage not 
Time Schedules, although this is changing in the 
21st Century, we'd have to watch freight cars, 
locomotives, freight train make up, and which 
track the train was on, mainline or passing, 
after not catching a train at Inter-Bay we took a 
bus through Downtown Seattle and tried to 
catch out on a U.P. Intermodal Yard, but nothing 
was moving there. 


I was getting tired so we slept next to the 
B.N. Main without any rain falling that night, by 
the next morning | was up and packed but had 
to wake up Collinwood Kid and the Young Man, 
by 10:00 am a B.N. stopped on a signal and we 
all scrambled on board, FINALLY WE WERE 
LEAVING SEATTLE! As we rode down to Everett | 
asked the Youngster to watch and see if anyone 
was looking at us, after a few minutes he said 
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no, so I told him "Now you've Metamorphasized, 


you've become a part of the train, invisible to 
the rest of the world," this brought the biggest 


smile to him that I have ever seen! Our travels 
continued swiftly to a sunny windswept Everett, 
the State Capitol where the yard is open and 
there's no place to hide and no place to run, we 
sat quietly as yard crews switched freight cars 
back and forth on and off our train waiting for a 
hiss and a tug signaling we were continuing 
further South, a tense moment of worry from 
being "Pinched By The Bull," but our worry was 
unfounded as no one tried to accost us for 
Trespassing on B.N. Railroad Property. And soon 
we were back in the forest of Western 
Washington State dotted with Giant Fir Trees, 
no parallel roads with Tourists or County 
Sheriff's, only us and the Freight Train 
biasecting the land of Deer, Bear, and Big Foot. | 
rode with a Hobo named Big Foot one time out 
of Bieber into Oroville but he was no relation to 
the Fabled Furry Giant Of The Washington 
Forests, that Hobo was from Kentucky and there 
has been no sighting of a Furry Big Foot in 
Kentucky. Our train pulled into a Hazy yard at 
Kelso, remote and foreboding, being stuck here 
was not an option as the next train out might 
not arrive for 2 or 3 days, while the crew 
switched cars we hid changing cars to continue 
to Vanscrewy, we rode out hid in the classic 
Boxcar and silently rolled into the Vanscrewy 
Yard. 


We had to wait until the Bull rode past our 
train scanning for Tresspassers then quickly 
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crept off the train into the surrounding woods, 
with this young man's destination finally being 
reached I began the ardorus task of walking him 
around the train yard to AMTRASH using City 
Streets, but first walking him and Collinwood 
Kid by the Scare House. (once again the Share 
House, John "Coal Train" Easley has definative 
ideas concerning the ideology of the Individuals 
staying there) Upon leaving him to ponder all he 
had experienced on his quest Collinwood Kid 
stated he wanted to immediately Catch-out 
again, he had a limited amount of time for his 
Vacation and wanted to see as much 
Countryside as possible before he had to return 
to Cleveland and his 9-5 life. I'll never 
understand folks who try to experience a 
lifetime in a few days, most will attain 
International Stamps in their Passport to show 
where they've been but never remember what 
they've seen, Too High A Speed To Enjoy Life! | 
humored him by taking him on The Free Trolley 
From __Vanscrewy To Burnside Avenue __In 
Portland, catching a City Bus to the U.P. Siding 
he was talking about, and found a Hopper Train 
already sitting at the location, not knowing if 
this would leave that night or the next day we 
"Slept On Board" hoping this train would allow 
us a peaceful rest! (BOY WERE WE WRONG!) In 
the middle of the night we were awoken in the 
night to being pelted by massive amounts of 
Corn thrown on us, it resembled being under a 
grain loader chute at a Grain Elevator, we both 
came awake and out of our sleeping bags 
quickly to investigate. Searching around I| saw 
local Teenagers on top of the car laughing and 
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throwing handfull's of corn over the side and 
ends of the Hopper, Collinwood Kid had a 
Railroad Scanner with him, so | borrowed it and 
climbed the side of the car impersonating a U.P. 
Railroad Cop. Upon reaching the top with the 
scanner volume turned up, and shinning a 
flashlight I yelled "Union Pacific Railroad Police," 
that's all it took, the Teenagers took off running 
down the tops of all the hopper cars an opposite 
direction, and we were left in peace for the rest 
of the night! 


In the morning we were still at this same 
siding and I was insisting on making some 
coffee, | always carried instant Tasters Choice 
which reminded me of the Coffee Houses in New 
Orleans, Collinwood Kid stated we didn't have 
the time but I knew I could make it in less than 3 
minutes. Using a 5 minute Fuse | heated 2 Beer 
Cans of water and made my coffee then doused 
the Fusee, then got back on board the waiting 
train, Collinwood got off to deficate when the 
train started moving, he told me to Bail his gear 
but the contents were all over the car. I bailed 
this by throwing bags full of items, and the rest 
I wadded up in his sleeping bag, the train 
suddenly came to a stop Collinwood Kid said 
"I've seen cleaner bails than that," to which I 
replied "I have too, but not when your gear is 
spread all over the car remember this is a 
freight car - not your house!" (I've been to 
Collinwood's House and I used to refer to it as 
the Urban Archeology Project) Seeing the train 
had stopped we reboarded and after another 
hour Collinwood decided to go forward to see 
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where the problem was, after 1/2 an hour he 
came back and said he was talking to a U.P. 
Railroad Employee. Who told him someone tried 
to beat the train over the crossing but didn't 
quite make it, his car was struck by the train, 
when Collinwood asked if the man was injured 
the Railroad Employee stated "He's alright but 
he probably has a case of the Brown Pants 
Disease!" Our train was released by the 
Dispatcher as we continued on East toward The 
Dalles, and Hermiston Oregon, there's a 
Immense Train Yard here named after the 
Original Construction Superintendent - Walter 
Hinkle, originally named "Hinkle's Yard it is now 
just called Hinkle Yard, here trains were backed 
up as that year Railroad's Nationwide were 
facing a Transportation Strike. And we could be 
stuck here between 1 day to 1 month, that left 
Only AMTRASH running through the Yard, the 
Government owns AMTRASH and no matter how 
many Railroad's stop running due to a strike 
AMTRASH will continue to roll so Collinwood Kid 
walked to the AMTRASH Office which resembles 
a City Bus Station. 


Well that was only right because the City Bus 
Line from the Hermiston Terminal runs to and 
from Hinkle Yard upon the approach to the 
AMTRASH Station took us around the Train Yard 
which was built with tons of fill, every small 
valley and gorge was filled with scrap rock and 
dirt. Leveled completely and flat enough to roll a 
ball from the east end to the west end with one 
roll, we came across Crazy Angel and his Lady 
Friend waiting out the Railroad Strike they 
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needed food, I didn't have a whole lot but | was 
carrying some apples. Collinwood Kid didn't 
want me to give them any food but I was raised 
a different way, if | had extra and the other 
person didn't I'd share with them - What Goes 
Around Comes Around and that's the way it is! 
After helping Crazy Angel and his Lady we went 
to the sparse AMTRASH Station and waited for 
the Passenger Train to arrive, when it did 
Collinwood gave me the excess Cash in his 
pocket and boarded AMTRASH_ bound for 
Cleveland, 16 hours later the National Strike 
was settled and | was headed for La Grande, 
Boise, Pocatello, and Oggy Dog. Later | heard 
that a container being shipped on U.P. had been 
broken into and thousands of dollars of Food 
Stamps were stolen, when I arrived in Oggy Dog 
I had JUST MISSED being picked up and 
questioned by the F.B.I. over the incident! 


Sometimes the Road is a Fickle Mistress, 
leading a Hobo to directions and places, or 
sidings in the middle of nowhere, unexpected 
incidents arrive at the oddest of times, often | 
have boarded at locations to travel mountains 
and valleys but ended up in cities, towns, and 
other places I did not want to go to. An example 
if this was traveling to Chicago for a Poetry 
event On the Illinois Central out of Memphis my 
train went through Centralia, into Effingham, 
but upon leaving did not stop in Markham Yard 
but instead blew through to the town of Battle 
Creek Michigan and came to a stop in Montreal 
Canada. Well this was Blizzare and inconvenient 
as | was not Canadian, and didn't have a 
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Passport or Visa so my style was that of a 
"Reconnisance Soldier" investigating a way to 
slide out Sight-Unseen, | didn't want The 
Mounted Police on my trail like the ones who 
chased Al Capone's Rum Runners across a 
Frozen Lake Erie back in the 1930's! My ride to 
Canada was a mistake, so | left out the same 
way I came in, waiting in the Canadian National 
Railroad Yard for 6-7 hours and catching a 
Boxcar back to Champaign which had me back 
where I started, sort of "A Human Slingshot!" 
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Chapter 27 


Well as you can now see I don't take myself too 
seriously, and as The Readers Digest used to 
say: "Laughter Is The Best Medicine" which 
shows you someone there might be drinking too 
much of their medicine, so back in Champaign | 
tried once again and FINALLY MADE IT TO 
MARKHAM YARD in Southeast Chicago and |! 
forgot the reason | was going up there, thus 
turned around and went back south! | don't 
mean to sound glib, or insulting with these 
pages and words, although someone might 
decide that this is all | can do, to me the best 
thing I life is to find an Event Or Act in your life 
in which you can laugh about it!, because if you 
can't find something that you have done that is 
Crazy or Foolish to laugh at, THEN YOU'RE 
LIVING THE WRONG LIFE! Being a Hobo and a 
citizen of the Hobo Nation - Whether 
Naturalized, or Naturally Born - is an Honor 
because I as well as others of our Nation 
represent The Best of what it means to be An 
American, Loving Your Neighbor, Aiding Others 


In Their Time Of Need, Living By Utilizing The 
Plants And Herbs that The One as | Perceive As 


GOD gave all people to use. (incidentally I'm not 
writing about the "Herb" that you smoke, 
sometimes that is mixed with PCP, or sprayed 
with Scotch Guard, if it's stomped on, LITERALLY 
STOMPED ON, SOMEONE WENT OUTSIDE AND 
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STOMPED ON IT, now it's loaded with Insecticide 
And Animal Feces, or even Human Feces, you 
might think about that before you smoke that 
Crap!) Traveling With Your Face In The Wind, 
Similar To Being A Motorcycle Rider, Living Our 
Lives Without Leaving A Carbon Footprint, Or 
Sticking Our Heads Us The A$$ Of Someone Else 
Like The C.I.A. Or F.B.I, And Doing Unto Others 
As We Would Have Do Unto Us Which Is 
Something Neither Our Politicians In Congress 
Nor The D.O.D. Has Learned How To Do! Y'know 
WE of the Hobo Nation might have a better Idea 
on how to be the model for Worldwide Living, 
Loving, Economic Stability, And Equal Rights For 
ALL People, the American Public might want to 
follow our example before Donald J. Trump calls 
up more of the White Power Nuts causing World 
War 3, and The United States is no more, 
otherwise we'll sit back, watch you destroy 
yourselves, inherit the remains, and start over 
after finding another George Washington, and 
the best candidate for that - THE NEXT KING OF 
THE HOBO'S! So in closing | feel the need to 
state that We All Will Catch The Westbound one 
day, some will head to the Heaven promised by 
their version of God, I will go to my Heaven 
created by The One I Perceive As God, and no 
matter how much Impressive, Social, and 
Expensive things you managed in your lives, you 
might find yourself digging Feces from the 
Honey Holes in Outhouses. And if you do you'll 
have to come to My Heaven to ask me, A HOBO, 
for advice on the activity because: I'VE DONE 


THAT KIND OF JOB TOO! 
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See Ya' Down The Road 
The Texas Madman - Grand Duke Of The HOBO'S 


219 


